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Faith in our destiny, confidence in our men—that is my 
gospel: ‘‘ There is no ground for depression. The sky to 
some of you may for the moment appear cloudy. But tyere 
is the sun of victory waiting to burst through. Be of good 
cheer,"’ 


GREAT THOUGHTS 


OF 


HORATIO BOTTOMLEY 


Ir the God of Battles lives, then surely valour 
in a righteous cause is a passport to His pre- 
sence! If somewhere beyond the bounds of 
time and space there is a Heavenly City, then 
surely our dead heroes are treading the pave- 
ments, erect, in the full glory of their splendid 
manhood—not dead, but the guests of God 
till we too pass out into the light! 


Past histories, earthly lapses, blotted pages 
in the book of life—well, what of them? “Let 
him that is without sin cast the first stone.” 
. And remember that, whatever his faults, each 
_man has been given the opportunity of supreme 
atonement. In a moment of matchless glory 
he has made his peace with God. For it was 
in that hour of fierce testing that the man’s 
true character was revealed and his “ soul” 
exalted. 


Are we to judge these matchless heroes by 
the puny standards of human ethics? Should 
we not rather leave their valiant souls in the 
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keeping of Eternal Justice, and cherie thei 
memories as spiritual heirloor—part’, and 
parcel of the glorious heritage of an emarici¢ 
pated race ? 





Since the Divine purpose: is ever towards 
exaltation, there is one thing, and one thing 
only, which ensures Constious Life after Death 
the ennoblement of the Soul by Love and 
‘Sacrifice to such a degree that, once liberated 
from its mortal prison, it is of too high a qhality 
to blend with the commion ocean, and roams 
about in search of an Affinity—which it finds 
in those who were dearest in life, and for whom 
primarily the love and the sacrifice were given. 





Does “ great sacrifice in a heroic and right 
eous cause wipe out past misdeeds? Can you 
doubt it? Take the words attributed to 
Christ—and which are to be found ia the sacred 
books of older religions than Christlanity : 
“ Greater love hath no man than this that he 
lay down his life for his friend.” 





There you have it in one fine sentence, 
Every hero of this war who has fallen on the 
field of battle has performed an act of Greates 
Loye, so penetrating and intense in its purify: 
character.that I do not-hesitate to express my 


belief that any and every past sin is au 
cally wiped out from the record of hiv life, 


‘ ! | 

“These men have passed through thie farhbice 

of moral rebirth and regeneration. “Fae 
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Neat ~~ vet ave clenied fie tists 
gain, are to-clay'the Dye TEAL AD fon § eric 
i ‘ , 4 i 4 
wriloonie guests of the great God dt Bartle 
‘waitthy and ever watchi pain renal 
pwith (their dear dnes which, vo ‘long ab they 
‘wemain worthy, is “‘ sure end certain.” 
” wf ae 

Qi thé other hand, it rests with those who, 
though starred and bruised and broken in the 
‘war, gh a been called over, to start a new 
chapter, knowing that,all past ones have been 
anade clean by their sacrifice. 








They who have fallen in battle—fighting 
consciously for the Right, are now with the 
Emmortale—though their “sins” were as 
scarlet, their “souls” are white as snow, and 
they who have suffered, and are suffering, have 
beech granted a new passport for the realms of 
Mystery which lie beyond the final milestone 
on the road of human destiny. Let them keep 

wit clean and unabused, and all will be well. 





‘Fhere can be no truck with the Kaiser—no 
Raney with the, Hohenzollerns. — rag 

ynasty must go—go for ever. Upon Pots 
and all ite evil works we must Bed aie a ban 
of ‘autlawry, That must be the primasy 
condition of peace negotiations so fer as we 
ie aoe tire only alternative to an 
‘ternal blood feud and everlasting vendetes 
against the German people. We will neither 
Giscum nor conrlide any Peace with the 

a Butcher Beslin. 


Ral i x 





For us and our Dominions this is a war of 
sentiment, a war for ideals. We are fighting 
all that is worst in the world—* the product 
of a debased civilisation ” ; we are fighting the 
Germhun. As every day passes, and the boom 
of the great guns reverberates through Europe 
and Asia, the British people, and the brave 
Allies of the British, renew their strength and 
seal again their vows not to sheathe the sword 
until the Germhun and all he stands for, in his 
insolent pride, is ground in the mud of battle. 


He who gave his life in this great cause yet 
lives, and is ever trying to manifest his presence 
to you. He is tapping at the Gate of the Land 
of Mystery, which, at present, is beyond our 
kep. Some day you will hear—sooner, perhaps, 
than you are to-day prepared to believe. 


There are more remote explanations of the 
world-tragedy which is to-day deluging the 
earth in tears and blood than that it may be 
God’s mysterious way of preparing us for a 
great Awakening. After Armageddon—Peace. 
After Battle and Bloodshed—Love. After 
Sacrifice and Suffering—Exaltation. After 
Death—for the Ordinary—Oblivion ; for the 
Wicked, Unrest ; for the Noble and the Worthy 
—Life ; Glory and Reunion everlasting. 





The settlement that concludes this war should 
be the grandeét in the world’s history. There 
must be no timid half-measures, no shuffling 
compromise, no shirking of vital issues. The 
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franchises of Democracy must be amply assured. 

he bases of the world’s freedom must be laid 
wide and deep. The death-warrant of Des- 
potism must be signed. 


So surely as the Allies are marching forward 
to Victory and Peace, so the great British 
Democracy is fighting its way to Freedom— 
freedom from the politician, from all the Party 
pettiness which has menaced national efficiency 
——from all the parrot cries and shams which 
have threatened our Imperial strength and 
jeopardised our industrial supremacy. 


One thing at least is certain: we shall never 
again approach the solution of old vital ques- 
tions in the spirit of rancour and bitterness, of 
envy and uncharitableness, which was so ugly 
a feature of our pre-war politics. ... If the 
war has taught us nothing else, it has shown us 
the wicked folly of domestic strife, of wrangling 
discord between brother and brother, and 
brother and sister, between man and man, and 
man and mate, Unless I am grossly mistaken, 
a taste of real warfare has cured us for ever of 
our love of sham-fighting, and God forgive us 
if ever again we utter such blasphemy against 
His eternal Law as is implied in that hideous 
phrase “ the sex war.” 

e r ——— 

This war is a soldier’s job. Left alone, he 
does it splendidly. Interfered with, harassed, 
he cannot act with the confidence born of 
relief in his military judgment, or mature his 
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long as those who can afford most pay most, 
and the poor and humble are not made to 
suffer that those of us who save more may lose 
less. 


There is only one answer to the Hun—only 
one course which will make peace when it 
comes a real, enduring guarantee that the feet 
of.men shall not again be bathed in blood and 
women’s hearts turned to stone by the con- 
vulsions of bereavement. ‘The answer is to 
re-double our fighting efforts, sq that the road 
to victory may be swift and certain. To make 
that answer emphatic, to win through to 
Triumph, we must make any and every sacrifice. 


But when we ask our people to fight and suffer 
—to sacrifice, if need be, dear life itself—to 
crush the Germhun and to stifle in the dust 
of war the Prussian spirit, we have to see to it 
that we at home leave nothing undone which 
can strengthen and make more brilliant the 
undying fires of patriotism. Nothing that 
perpetuates or reminds us of the hated and 
baleful enemy must be allowed to remain. 


Being as we are a somewhat cold and unde- 
monstrative nation, we are not easily moved. 
But we have got our teeth into the business, 
and, like the bull-dog which stands as symbol 
of our strength and tenacity, we will not let go. 
We take a lot of rousing—we were content to 
be left alone in our peaceful prosperity, in our 
miserable littleness of political squabbles, and 
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partisan strifes. We did not at first realise 
the greatness and glory that Fate held out to 
us. But when we did see—when we measured 
in all its majesty the call of Destiny—we soon 
girded on the armour of a Righteous Cause 
and went forth to Victory. That is why to-day 
the Hour of ‘Triumph is approaching and the 
doom of the Hohenzollern draws nearer. 


Surely, nothing more splendid in all the 
history of arms was ever enacted than the 
transformation of our little island country 
into a great and mighty military power. Not 
less glorious than the valour of the old Regulars 
at Mons and the Marne is the invincible courage 
of Kitchener’s Army. 


Citizen soldier, you are the greatest thing 
thjs old earth has yet bred ; you, in your khaki, 
are the biggest thing on this old planet. God 
bless your gallant heart, you’ve set all the world 
wondering. . . . The whole Empire is proud 
of you. Our hearts are thrilling with the 
splendour and glory of your wonderful achieve- 
nents. 


The most wonderful thing in this wonderful 
war is the soul of the British soldier, the spirit 
of the Man in Khaki, the dauntless Hero of 
this Hour of Destiny. 


It is the pleasure of Omnipotence to work 
through human instruments; by the hands of 
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Man he wreaks His righteous vengeance, and 
weaves the shining fabric of His plory. ° 





So, in God’s name, let us not forget our 
solemn debt of gratitude to the gallant soldiers 
of the Empire, to the men behind the guns. 
. . - Hats off to the Victors! God speed their 
sacred task ! 


The avenues of Death are broadened, the 
gates of the Tomb are flung widely open, and 
thousands of our bravest have already passed 
to the Great Beyond. Are they really dead ? 
Shall we ever meet them again ? Does nothing 
remain of all that was noble, true, and heroic, 
of all that claimed our love and inspired ape 
heart’s devotion? Are their gallant soule 
destroyed ? In other words, are our dead ‘wat 
heroes really ‘‘ dead ” ? : 

I say to the weeping widow, to the stricken 
mother, to all who are bent beneath the war’s 
great load of sorrow: “ Be of good cheer, for 
the dawn of your comfort is at hand! ” 


For they are not dead ; Earth is not a charnel- 
house. Brute force has no power to destroy 
the life of man. Some day we shall under- 
stand and laugh at our weak misgivings. Till 
then we will believe—as our hearts prompt us, 
as Love instructs us, and as growing Knowledge 
suggests—until the clouds break and the 
heavens are radiant with the glory of the dawn. 


That “ things will never be the same again ” 
has become a truism; but it is epecially 
¢ 
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applicable to the case of woman. The war has 
“ discovered ” her; and it is a great discovery 
-—perhaps the greatest in all the history of 
mankind. Not only has she proved a veritable 
“ministering angel”; she has been a true 
help-mate and fellow-worker. Except for the 
actual fighting in the trenches—which must 
always remain the proud prerogative of the 
men—she has done everything which has had 
to be done to defeat the German foe. 








» No :nation—however long and carefully it 
triay have been preparing—can successfully 
defy the might of the British Empire—even if 
it hadn’t a single Ally at its side. But with 
all that is best in the world working hand in 
hand with us, towards final triumph, why doubt 
the result? So, my good friends, keep on 
smiling, even though many of you—in the 
great mystery of God’s scheme—smile through 
vour tears. Try to dry them—clouds will be 
sunshine to-morrow. 


I see coming out of this world-war such a 
new brotherhood of Empire as will sweeten all 
bitterness and hush all rancour. There will 
be great problems calling for solution—immense 
questions affecting the well-being of our people 
at home and our relations with our peoples in 
that other and wider home beyond the seas. 
But in the new awakening, in the Imperial era 
which my vision gazes upon with hope and 
with confidence, we shall all be as one—one in 
trade and commerce—one in those aims and 
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ideals which will ever keep in mind the common 
good of all mankind. But all depends on us-e- 
upon how we learn and act upon the mysterious 
message of Armageddon. 


Henceforth the war is a straightforward 
contest between Despotism and Democracy— 
between the free institutions of the Western 
world, now embraced by Holy Russia, and the 
Dark Forces of Central Europe. 


There is a Profit and Loss Account of this 
terrible war which can never be made up, for 
on the one side there is the blood of fathers, 
sons and lovers; and, to those who mourn the 
loss of their dear ones, it 1s dificult to show 
a “profit.” But in the wider—and in the 
bigger—sense, we can make up the account 
and see how we stand to-day. Yes, the figures 
are more than satisfactory: the Credit side is 
heavy with hope—the Debit, though dark 
with death, is outbalanced. Wherever we 
look, whatever item of the great War Account 
we examine, the future is with us—and, what 
is more, the immediate future. 


We have to win this war; honour and sel{- 
interest demand it. Whatever the sacrifice, 
whatever the cost in men and money, we must 
“see this thing through” to triumph. And 
let me say, here and now once more, that I 
have undying faith in the spirit of our men 
and in our determination as a people. That 
form of optimism which is based upon a belief 
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in the truths of history and in the unconquerable 
patriotism of the British people is a sane and 
calculated optimism. 


If the fighting men had been given a free 
hand the day we declared war on the Germhun, 
we should never have suffered the scandal and 
danger of the enemy in our midst ; we should 
have speedily seen a nation organised for war 
—every man of us, rich and poor, a worker or 
a soldier; and our Navy would have put its 
strangle-hold on the throat and stomach of the 
cnemy. 

Our women are splendid—theirs to suffer 
and wait—theirs to work and watch; they are 
playing heroine and martyr in a way never 
before known in the history of the country. 


When I think of all that we have done to help 
to win this war—when I cast my eyes over the 
wide waters and realise that the colonies which 
the Germhun won with so much labour, and 
maintained at such cost, have been wrung from 
him never to be regained, and then look back 
again to all that has been accomplished in 
Europe—I feel that he must be a poor thing 
indeed who fails in stern, abiding confidence 
in the ultimate issue. 

' Adam Smith, Herbert Spencer, Stuart Mill, 
David Ricardo, Cobden, and all the rest of 
them, if alive and asked to tackle the job of 
this war, would drop dead with fright. And 
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yet these are the men from whom our modern 
politicians take their orders! Despite all their 
learned “ degrees,” not one of them has 
graduated in the University of Life—which, 
after all, is the only school which matters, 
And at last the people’s eyes are open. The 
war has done it. 


Any peace which left the enemy strong would 
be for us a defeat; any terms which failed to 
fulfil in detail the Guildhall declaration of Mr. 
Asquith would be a betrayal of all our hopes— 
an insult to the countless dead who have fought 
that England might endure and the Empire 
be made great. 


Perhaps some day we shall make it impossible 
for mean men to libel those who have passed 
away, and we shall be able to call them to 
account for attacks they would not dare to 
make while a man is alive and able to defend 
himself. 


Let us not be misunderstood by the enemy. 
This is just as much a war of hate with us as 
with him. We do not proclaim our hate as 
a morning greeting in the family circle; it is 
too deep and fixed for words ; it is hate indeed, 
the hate of a nation’s deep determination—of 
an Empire’s iron resolve. From one end to 
the other of the King’s Dominions, wherever 
the Union Jack flies and the language of liberty 
is spoken, is the Germhun, and everything that 
would remind us of the impious brood hatched 
under the Prussian eagle, detested and abhorred. 
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Now, thank God, Empire Day has come to 
be regarded as the Imperial anniversary, the 
festival of Empire, the day of all others when 
we dwell upon the glories of our world great- 
ness and consecrate ourselves anew to beat down 
the foes of Humanity, the enemies ot Civilisa- 
tion. 


I believe that it is our mission under God to 
help Germany to find her lost soul. Perhaps 
that is part of the meaning of this great war. 
It may be that in the inscrutable design of the 
Ruler of the World, this corrupt pagan nation 
is to be purged and purified by the Ordeal of 
Battle—baptized in the bitter waters of defeat 
and Humiliation, and that, after a period of 
stern probation, she may be permitted humbly 
to worship at the shrine of Liberty. 


We are smashing our way through. All the 
signs and portents are favourable. We care 
not where we look—there you will find new 
reasons for confidence, fresh grounds for 
assurance as to the ultimate issue... . Now 
it is “‘ Non-stop to Berlin,” and nothing that 
we can do must be wanting to furnish the 
petrol for this wonderful motor-bus of war. 


Out of this war, which has forged new links 
of Imperial love and new chains of Imperial 
unity, will rise a bigger Empire, broad-based on 
Humanity, whose peoples will keep the Citadels 
of Civilisation. ‘“ Equality of sacrifice” has 
a finer meaning than any which we have given 
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to it at home. Our sons and brothers of the 
sister kingdoms have claimed as a right to 
stand by our side in face of the enemy of the 
world. We must see to it that they are bidden 
to share the honours. Those who joined in 
the fight must also share in the Triumph. 


The Song of Triumph is on the Allies’ lips. 
We know we are winning Justa little longer, a 
little more endurance, one great united effort 
—united not only at the front, but at home— 
and we shall be ringing the joy-bells aud 
counting the gains of conquest. What those 
gains shall be depends upon the will of the 
Allies, not upon the word of the Neutral, 
however jmportant in his own estimation. 
We who have fought the war will make the 
peace. 


In a world that worships Liberty there 
can be no peace with Potsdam. Tsarism in 
Russia and Kaiserism in Central Europe are 
branches of the same deadly Upas-tree. Tsarism 
is dead. Kaiserism is doomed. So, at any 
rate, I read the signs of these stirring times. 
The Hohenzollerns must follow the Romanoffs. 


We are calling upon the pride of the race, 
the flower of our manhood to take up arms in 
the name of Civilisation, for the sake of all 
that is best and purest in humanity ; for home, 
for kingdom, and for Empire. To that call, 
made in the name of the King and in the sacred 
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cause of patriotism, none but the coward 
renegade dares turn a deaf ear. 


We are all for the war—oh, yes, and have 
been since Britain announced her ultimatum 
to Germany on August 4th, Igr4. But you 
cannot be for the war unless you work for the 
war. 


We have command of the sea—at any rate, 
on the surface ; and unless we use it to the full 
we are betraying the cause for which our sons 
are dying and our Allies are giving their best 
blood. 


We are out to win this war at all costs—yes, 
at all costs. That is the national feeling, 
whatever may be the views of the Foreign 
Office. . . . ‘* We’ve got the men, we’ve got 
the ships.” Close the North Sea! ... Then 
will the wonderful prowess of our fighting men, 
who are blasting the enemy out of France, find 
its complement and companion in the power 


of the British Fleet. 


We must take off the gloves. We cannot, 
dare not, afford any more leakages in the block- 
ade. ‘‘ No Thoroughfare!’ must be written 
in letters of fire, if need be, across the North 
Sea. Close the North Sea to the Neutral— 
to the world. We are masters—let us assert 
our mastery. ‘‘ No Thoroughfare!” That is 
the notice which Britannia, with the Trident 


23 


in her hand, must hold up in the face of the 
world for the duration of the war. 


No more shall the Prussian strut in his 
arrogance over the rich fields of the British 
Empire ; no more shall the language of Kultur 
be loud in the Imperial market-place. .. . 

The days of the “‘ peaceful penetration ” of 
the Germhun are gone for ever. . . . We will 
not talk with him, we will not trade with him. 
The Germhun has put himself outside the 
pale of civilised nations. The murderer of 
women and children is thrust out from the 
family of nations, and those who speak the 
language of the Hun or who have taken up 
weapons in his defence, can never again be 
guests or friends of the British people. 


It is not to be supposed that the Car of 
Victory will encounter no obstacles, and indeed 
we must still expect chance disappointments 
and be prepared at any time for a momentary 
check in the speed. Because we were not ready 
—because we neither wanted war nor were 
warned of war, although there were those, 
trusted of the People, who knew and spoke the 
truth—we conceded to the foe advantages 
which, however, were not as great as he and 
his secret friends believed, or we and our Allies 
could never have altered in so dramatic a 
fashion the map of war and stemmed the rising 
tide of Germany’s fortunes in the field... - 

Do you not see reason for complete confi- 
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dence ; are you not lost in wonder and admira- 
tion at all our fighting men have accomplished ? 





Make no mistake—all that is happening at 
home is just as important, just as big with 
possibilities for the great victory, and the Peace 
which is to follow, as the thundering of the 
mighty guns along the British front or the 
onward rush of the soldiers of the Czar. 


Confidence is victory’s finest instrument. 
Our splendid fellows, who are winning Water- 
loos almost “every day and securing triumphs 
each one of which would have decided battles 
in the old days of warfare, make victory certain 
by their confidence and their courage. The end 
is in sight, whatever the cautious politicians 
may say.... Germany is awake to the 
horrible truth that her dream of world-Empire 
has been shattered by the shells of the Allies, 
that her “ place in the sun ”’ has been for ever 
hidden in the clouds of defeat. Neither the 
defiance of a Bethmann-Hollweg nor the 
strategy of a Hindenburg can save her. 


It is our duty to use every means—no, I do 
not use the word ‘‘ humane ’’ in this connection 
—to cripple and crush the Hun. For I hold 
that we are justified in any measures which 
will answer the fiendish enemy in language he 
understands and will shorten by one day— 
nay, by one hour—the life of this man-eating 
monster—the Butcher of Berlin! ... It is 
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useless to appeal to pity, to try to make out 
that there is a spark of manhood in the enemy, 
He is the Hun—crygl, pitiless, ruthless, 
murderous. ...A people who can rejoice 
over the drowning of helpless innocents and 
ring joy-bells for the Lusitania murders deserve 
no mercy; they dry up the founts of pity. 


The sooner Hunger stalks through the land 
of the Hun, the more certain will be the victory 
—the more secure for the Allies the peace 
that will follow triumph. Thousands cf 
gallant sailors have gone down into the great 
deep that our Navy might continue to ride the 
seas unchallenged. ‘Those fine lives will have 
been wantonly wasted unless the Navy, through 
the Blockade, is allowed to get that death-grip 
on the German throat which will throttle the 
enemy and bring him, faint and famished, to 
his knees. 


Defeat—that strangé, unthinkable thing 
which some men in dark moments have allowed 
their imaginations to conjure up—would mean 
a fall fom the British Empire more dire and 
awful than that of Satan when cast out from 
the hosts of Heaven. It would be bitter fruit 
to our Allies; for us it would mean death. 
And a great, strong, virile people—pulsating 
with life, big with tradition, rich in ideals— 
cannot die. ... 

While the enemy weakens and sickens in the 
fight, the mighty arm of Britain grows daily 
stronger. Our people—slow to anger, difficult 
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to rouse—have now thrown off the last lingering 
traces of the lethargy that comes of isolation 
and prosperity. 


Dieu et mon Droit, the legend of the Royal 
Arms, is in the circle of time a happy compli- 
ment to a brave Ally, and full of splendid mean- 
ing to the British people. ‘‘God and my 
right’; the right to fight for the weak and 
oppressed, the right of small nations, the right 
of justice against the force of might. 


Conscientious Objectors, Pacifists, and all 
the rest of them must be roped in; the round 
men must be pulled out of the square holes, 
and all overlapping and confusion must cease. 
We must conscript the man-power, the woman- 
power—and the youth-power of the nation. 
As I have said elsewhere, lusty lads and lasses 
have something better to do to-day than to 
learn how many wives Henry VIII had, and 
how he managed to get rid of them. There is 
no better ‘‘ education,” in the true sense of : 
the word, than that provided by the lessons of 
this war. Everything else will keep. 


Can there be a shadow of doubt as to the 
response of the nation when once it hears the 
trumpet call of Duty, Devotion, and Discipline 
—the Trinity of Triumph? What is the use 
of telling us ‘“‘we must build ships, we must 
make munitions, we must till the land’? 
Make vs po 1r—every man Jack of us who isn’t 
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doing anything of equal importance. In days 
of peace we were told that “ the price of Liberty 
is eternal vigilance”; in days of war it is 
eternal work. 


Ministers must not be afraid of the people 
at home. Govern them—and let ‘“* National 
Service? be the watchwords. And surely it 
cannot be necessary in these tragic days to 
read such a lesson to the son of Joseph Chamber- 
lain? I know that such men are not born 
every day, but Victory in War does not depend 
ultimately so much upon outstanding genius 
as upon the Spirit, the Resolution, the Service 
and the Sacrifice of the common people. All 
they heed is leadership. Lead them. 


After months of fasting, we are sipping the 
wine of victory. It braces the nerves and warms 
the blood. In the cheerless past, delay and 
disappointment have served to harden the steel 
of our resolve ; but a taste of triumph adds the 
touch of “temper” that shall sharpen every 
weapon in the vast armoury of the Allies. 


Do I still see—through all the clouds of 
doubt and darkness which have gathered in these 
grim months of bloody conflict—the silver 
lining of hope, the light that will burst forth 
into the sunshine of victory? Yes. Never was 
I more certain than I am to-day that ours is 
the winning side—ours the cause that must 
triumph. Have I ever questioned the ultimate 
issue? Never. The will to win is the way 
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to victory. We have willed, we of the British 
people at home and in the far-flung outposts 
of Empire. And I can say to-day, without 
any hesitation, that we are marching steadily 
and surely—if with great suffering and grievous 
losses—along the death-encumbered road to 
victory. The thought that none has died or 
suffered in vain, and that the goal is coming 
gradually nearer, must be our consolation in 
sorrow, our pride in the hour of achievement. 


Russia has now joined the Allres—that is the 
true meaning of the Revolution. No more 
will her soldiers march unarmed; no more will 
they be drawn into traps; no more will her 
people be starved; no more will her corn be 
deliberately allowed to rot; no longer will the 
Kaiser pollute the stream of Russian Govern- 
ment. Lone tive tHe Duma! Russia, too, 
is from to-day part of the Promised Land. 


Not the Promised Land of Moses—I mean 
the Promised Land of Humanity at large— 
the land of Peace and Concord—the land, in 
the true symbolical sense of the words, whose 
streets shall be paved of gold and which shall 
flow with milk and honey. In other words, 
the Land in which there shall be no Germans 
—a clean land, God’s land. 


I do not know how soon we shall get through ; 
but get through we shall. Our mission is, 
with the help of the Allies, to set the world 
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free, and free the world shall be. Our Mother- 
land has seldom failed to hold a torch for 
freedom. ‘The whole world,” cried Victor 
Hugo years ago, “‘ aroused as by some mighty 
galvanism, suddenly raises a wild cry of love 
and adoration and throws itself on the boun- 
teous bosom of England. Thenceforth there are 
no nations, no peoples, but one and indivisible 
will be the world. Her virtue and her patience 
have triumphed ; the lamp of her faith, kindled 
at the Apostolic altars, burns as a beacon to 
mankind. Her example has regencrated the 
erring ; her mildness has rebuked the rebellious ; 
her gentleness has enchanted the good. She is 
henceforth Humanity.” 


She is still Humanity; and the great brave 
country which bore Victor Hugo is by her 
side in these crimson days in a struggle for 
all that nations and individuals ought to value 
most—all that makes nations and individuals 
valid, and worthy in the sight of God. With 
such a combination, the end must be in sight. 


But I think we have reached a point when 
we who stay at home because it is not our 
business to be at the front, can afford seriously 
to consider after-war problems. That being 
so, it cannot be denied that one of the most 
pressing of questions is the way we are to treat 
the men who have risked all and sacrificed so 
much in the winning of the war. Don’t let 
us forget that for many a soldier the immediate 
future after the war will be dark indeed... . 
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The labour market is not a very sentimental 
place, and although we, as a nation, are ready 
to applaud the soldier-man, we may be apt 
to forget what we owe to him when he takes 
off the glory of khaki and puts on the drab 
colours of civilian attire. He has fought for 
his country abroad. He may have to fight for 
himself when he returns to the people for whom 
be has fought. 


If there was a time when courage and con- 
fidence were needed, that time is now. We 
are winning all along the line. We have got the 
German on the run, and great America—the 
mighty Neutral who so long was too proud to 
fight—has cast her lot with the Crusaders of 
Civilisation, has determined to stake her all 
against the Teutonic enemies of Liberty. 


We are governed to-day by a despotism. 
There is nothing to complain of in that. It 
is asit must be. War is an autocratic business, 
and that is the only way in which we can hope 
tu win. But if we are governed by despots we 
must have the right to choose our despots and 
to criticise them. It must be a democratic 
despotism—ambiguous as that sounds. But 
who is to act as policeman to the policemen if 
it be not the Press ? 


It 1s the Press, and not Parliament, which 1s 
running this war. 

It was the Press which warned the nation of 
the coming war. 
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It was the Press which brought Kitchener 
to the War Office. 

It was the Press which got rid of Haldane. 

It was the Press which revealed the Munitions 
muddle. 

It was the Press which saved Recruiting. 

It was the Press which floated the War Loan, 

It was the Press which interned the aliens. 

It was the Press which stopped Germans of 
military age from returning to their country. 

It was the Press which made cotton contra- 
band. 

It was the Press which stopped the transfer 
of gold to Germany. 

It was the Press which degraded the Kaiser 
from the Order of the Garter. 

It was the Press which formed the Coalition. 

And it 1s the Press which to-day must guard 
the liberties of the people, and see to rt that, under 
the guise of war emergency legislation, they are 
not decoyed into a surrender of all their rights 
and independence. 


Britain, France, Russia, Belgium, Italy, and 
Japan, therefore, constitute a Holy Alliance, 
and I say that, the cause it represents being 
the world’s cause, there ought not to be out- 
side that Alliance any nation in the world, 
caring for the things by which alone any people 
deserves to endure. Thus, this is not our war 
any more than it is every other nation’s war. 
We are not in for plunder. There is not a 
nation in the habitable globe which has not 
vital things to lose if the legions of Teutonic 
barbarism wefe to prove the victors in the 
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struggle; not one which has not vital things 
to gain and keep when triumph crowns the 
Allies’ arms. 


It was never intended, when the Military 
Service Bill was passed, that the coward, by 
prating of Christianity and snivelling about the 
crime of killing, was to escape his duty as a 
citizen while brave men were snatched from 
real responsibilities to parent and wife to fight 
the battles for these traitors and cravens. 


It is a terribie thing that, because of the mad 
ambitions of one man and his blood-lusting 
counsellors, every home in this peaceful land 
of ours should be affected and half of them 
put in mourning. But war ts a terrible thing, 
and it is only by great sacrifices that we can 
bring thts war to its close. ‘There are now 
further calls on the manhood of the nation— 
calls to young men who ought to have gone 
earlier to the front and left the older men, 
splendidly eager to do their part, for the work 
at home. It is a big question, this problem 
of who should be taken and who left... . 
There will be heart-burnings, there will be 
hard cases—yes, and even cases of injustice. 
More homes will feel sadness of parting, more 
wives will shed tears of farewell. But it must 
be. We cannot look back. We have put our 
hands to the plough, and, if all the suffering 
and the sacrifice are not to be in vain, we must 
maintain our Army in the field until the foe 
is crushed. 
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The soldier is the proper person to secure 
the first material fruits of victory, and he is 
surely the man who has a right to influence— 
to have a voice—in the terms of peace. It is 
to be hoped that, when we have beaten the 
Hun and administered the coup de grace to 
German militarism, some means will be found 
for recording the wishes of the People as to 
those fina] terms of peace. If there is to be 
a General Election between the day when an 
armistice is called and Peace signed, the soldier 
must have a vote in that business and be able 
to record it. There are difficulties, I know, 
because the Allies will stand to arms until the 
fullest penalty has been exacted from the enemy. 
Armistice may come at any time—peace may 
be delayed for a long while. 


All the appeals of a protesting Kaiser, all 
the silly blasphemies of a now cringing Crown 
Prince, will not alter by a hair’s-breadth the 
determination of the Allies to fight till the foe 
cries for mercy, and then to formulate a peace 
which shall be the terms of the conqueror to 
the broken and beaten Hun. ... But while 
we look upon the certain procession to victory 
with assured hope, never let us, in fixing our 
gaze on the splendid doings in the fighting line, 
forget that we at home are an intimate part 
of the warring hosts, and that, just as we exert 
or relax effort, so we help or retard the day of 


glory. 


War by politicians is weak war, a war of 
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‘“‘ wait and see,” a war of expediency. War by 
the fighting men is relentless war. Yes, if 
need be, ruthless war. hat is the only warfare 
that will win Armageddon. 


This is war— bloody, relentless, hideous war 
—the war of the Soul of the World against 
the incarnate Fiend of Evil. Every sane man 
of fighting strength, cvery sound man of 
Miitary age, owes it to his God and his country, 
to his King and his Empire, to take up arms 
against this sca of troubles, and, by opposing, 
help to put an end to the menace of the Evil 
One—to play his part in the struggle for 
Civilisation and Humanity. 


The might and resource, the grit and courage 
of the British people were never greater than 
to-day. What we have begged for, prayed 
for, is the vitalising influence of a Government 
which, strong rooted in the national confidence, 
shall organise us for victory... . From the 
heartening pages of our Imperial history one 
great truth stands forth—the British people 
were never more British, or ‘more a people, 
never stronger or more resourceful, never finer 
in courage, or stouter of heart, than when 
things looked blackest and we had our backs to 
the wall. 


Who said we were a decadent race; that 
the breed that made the British Empire what 
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it is—which redeemed from barbarism the 
remotest quarters of the earth, and gave them 
blessings of benign government—has died out ? 
We must continue to fight; we must be ready 
——those of us who stay at home—to adjust 
our habits to the needs of the situation, and 
to make any and every sacrifice so that the 
worker may work and the fighter may fight. 
But, I repeat, gloom is a crime, pessimism is 
a peril, “Are we downhearted?” I can 
hear the glorious chorus of “No! ” from France. 
We are full of hope and bubbling over with 
confidence. We have the men, we have the 
munitions—ere long we must and shall have 
the prize—the priceless prize—of Victory. 
Cheerio ! 


On every hand, indeed, are signs of the 
coming break-up.... The greatest, most 
statesman-like and most far-seeing newspaper 
in America, the New York Tribune, says that 
we are ‘‘ bleeding Germany white.” We are, 
and we must harden our hearts over the job. 
We must bleed, and bleed, and bleed, until 
Germany is just a bloodless corpse, for all time 
impotent for evil. 

So I say, again, to all the Dismal Jimmies — 
lift up your hearts! Look round the world. 
Germany is slowly deflating, like a Zepy 
hit by a shell. But the British Empire is as 
steady as the rocks of freedom and conscience 
and heart on which it is built. Germany's 
hour has come—her writing is on the wall, and 
well she knows ‘it. And we? To all intents 
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and purposes we haven’t been scratched. We 
haven’t begun ! 

What a beginning it will be! And what an 
end ! 


Look where you will, to the blood-stained 
fields of Flanders or the snow-covered battle 
grounis of Eastern Europe, the portents are 
favourable, the indications hopeful. Wherever 
men are standing at death-grips, there the 
power of the enemy is waning, and the strength 
of the forces of Britain and her Allies are 
waxing daily stronger. 


East and West the forces of Despotism are 
retiring before the invincible legions of Liberty. 
The collapse of the Turks on the Tigris, the 
overthrow of the “ dark forces ” in Petrograd, 
and the withdrawal of the Germans on the 
Ancre are parts of the same picture. Slowly, 
and with painful endeavour—with many a 
slip and many a stumble—we have climbed to 
the summit of our strength; and now, as from 
some lofty peak of vision, we survey the Pro- 
mised Land. Vistas of glory greet the eye. 
Before the gaze of heroes lies the rich heritage 
of battle, the reward of endurance, the wages 
of devotion. 


Peace is what we are all yearning for. The 
world is war-weary. Humanity is broken 
and bleeding—the homes of men are desolate, 
the women weep in the streets. The sickle 
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of Death is reversing the process of Nature. 
But there is only one sort of peace which the 
peoples of the British Empire will be ready to 
endorse and acclaim—peace with honour, with 
security—peace which shall rivet the irons of 
impotence on the criminal Kaiser and shall 
break for ever the power of German militarism. 


We want another Cromwell in Parliament— 
a man of iron, a man of dauntless courage. ... 
A Cromwell would close every inlet to Germany 
that is reached from the sea and starve the 
Germans as the Germans starved the French. 
A Cromwell would “scrap” every incom- 
petent general and put a live man in his place. 

.. A Cromwell would call up 5,000,000 
coloured men from the Empire, and not drain 
Britain of her wealth-producing mechanics. 
A Cromwell would send our aerial fleet to 
blow a German city to Hades the next time 
the foe wrecked one of our towns. A Cromwell 
would put an admiral instead of a philosopher 
in charge of our Navy. A Cromwell would 
send the War Cabinet of twenty-three to the 
right-about, and would sweep the lawyers to 
the Devil. God send us a Cromwell! 


I do not think it is an exaggeration to say 
that the talons of the lion are already getting 
well into the neck of the vulture, and that 
you can almost hear the death-rattle in his 
foul and black throat. I want the manhood 
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of England—and London especially—to come 
forward so that they will be able to say to 
their children, and their children’s children, 
“* I was one of those who gave him the finishing 
touch and ridded Europe of her greatest 
menace.” Then, if you will do that, if you 
will strengthen the Army and increase the 
pressure on the enemy in the field, perhaps our 
good old friend, Jack Tar, will have a chance 
of having a go as well, instead of waiting, as he 
is doing to-day. After all, the German fleet 
cannot remain for ever in its present hiding- 
place. We heard a lot about its aspirations 
for “ ‘The Day,” and now we know how dearly 
it prefers “the night.” We heard of its 
aspirations for “‘ A place in the Sun,” and now 
it is content with a sneaking refuge up a canal. 


We have to smash the Germhun—that is 
certain. ‘The country won’t stand any non- 
sense on that score. It is our business so to 
combine with our Allies that we shall be able 
to draw a ring-fence round Germhuny, and 
by starving her foreign trade keep her poor. 
A prosperous Germhuny is an arrogant Germ- 
huny. Out of the trade which she has filched 
from us, and out of the pockets of the people 
of the British Empire, she has paid for her 
mighty army and built up her once menacing 
navy. We want no doves of peace when the 
great settlement comes; the eagles of war 
are fighting the carrion nation, and the eagles 
must draw up the terms upon which the Allies 
agree to let Germhuny exist. 






We are fighting for our lives now ease 
often do we hear Ministers saying that to-day !), 
though the Man in the Street will not believe 
it. We will never stop until our troops march 
in triumph through Berlin, but we demand a 
square deal for the men who are fighting. . . 
This means a very special effort by British 
people—but it will be done—provided every 
matertal resource of the nation be utilised.” 


I know, and surely the events of the past 
two years have made it plain, that we must 
combine money with men, internal power with 
external strength—that we must keep Britain 
mighty in production and unassailable in 
finance—if we are to continue to play the 
predominant part in the struggle which we 
have played ever since the nation and the 
Empire were roused from the lethargy of peace 
into lion-hearted resolution for war. 


This great Empire of ours is in the process 
of re-making. For years we have talked of 
our Imperial greatness and made empty boast 
of our world-wide unity. Now both have 
been put to the test. The crucible of war is 
welding mighty millions into one splendid 
family; they speak the English tongue and 
fight in the British way for the freedom of the 
British Empire and the liberty of the world. 


“United we stand, divided we fall.” Not 
only united in'aim and spirit, but in plan and 
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method. That is why we have the Hun, on 
the run—that is why, harassed in the East and 
firmly held in the West, the enemy sees now 
in firm outline the spectre of his fate. We 
have only to stick to the job a little longer— 
to gird up our loins and fight with redoubled 
resolve, and the run will end in a rout—yes, 
even though Verdun should fall, or the Russtan 
march be temporarily checked. 


“* It’s a long, long way to Tipperary ” has 
ceascd to be the war-song. It is well that it 
should cease; for—fine as were its strains in 
the early days of Armageddon when all were 
marching to the unknown, when Victory or 
defeat was on the knees of the gods—it was a 
song of vague longing. ‘To-day the Song of 
Victory is in the hearts of the fighting men, 
and the Litany of Despair is chilling the lips 
of the foe. 


I predict a future of boundless glory; but 
as yet we are on the dark side of its dawn. 
For the decrees of God are changeless—travail 
before birth, tears before triumph, the mists 
of winter before the magic radiance of the 
springtide sun. But the light is breaking. 
The most cold-blooded of pessimists are be~- 
ginning to feel the warmth of returning hope. 
As the days lengthen, the outlook brightens, 
and Nature’s springtide melody finds an echo 
in every heart. And this time we are not 
deceived—our Faith now rests on Knowledge, 
our Hope is grounded on fact. 
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All we want is the fighting quality at home, 
to support our splendid valour and unflinching 
strength on land and sea. Then the Victory 
will be as sudden as it is certain. We are all 
optimists now. 


Sattinc Vicrorrous SEAS 


It is well, now that the Hour of Victory is 
striking, that we should, in all proper pride, 
contemplate the splendour of that effort which 
has called a vast army from the walks of peace, 
and fashioned a wonderful instrument for war 
out of the everyday civilian. What Nelson 
did, and our sailors did, on the glorious 21st 
of October, 1805, Kitchener, by his magic 
personality, and our men by their fine spirit, 
have ensured. We are once more sailing the 
seas of ‘Triumph. The sacrifices, big and 
bitter as we know, have not been made in vain. 
The manhood of the Empire, which has bled 
and died, has been offered with gay spirit and 
buoyant soul for a great cause and an abiding 


ideal. 


It is true that peace had softened our sinew 
and prosperity had overlaid the martial spirit. 
But, God be thanked, ‘The Day ” found us 
ready, at any rate, to answer the call to prepare 
to fight! Was there ever such a situation in 
the history of nations? A great Power— 
holding Imperial responsibilities world-wide, 
menaced and warned for years—yet found 
herself, in thé hour of challenge, asleep and 
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almost impotent, Yes, and was there ever in 
the story of the Ages such a wonderful awaken- 
ing—so mighty an avalanche of endeavour ? 


Under proper direction we ought soon, all 
of us, to be mobilised for work. We cannot all 
labour on the land, nor are we all strong 
enough for the business of munitioneers. But 
there are thousands of strong, loyal women who 
can perform tasks which will set men free for 
more laborious duties or for the fighting ranks. 
We are a nation at war—an Empire at war. 
It is our privilege to be of the British race, and 
whatever calls the State may make upon us 
let us answer them with cheerful hearts and 
in the true spirit of patriotism. Disappoint- 
ments will be endured the better, moods of 
pessimism will pass like dreams that come in 
the night, and the great soul of the nation 
will be purified, if we all join under proper 
guidance and direction in bearing a part in 


the fight for victory. 


Think what we should have been spared, 
think of the gross profiteering—grinding down 
the face of the poor—that could have been 
prevented ; think of the millions that might 
have been saved and stored up for the business 
of winning the war, if practical measures had 
been taken earlier—and taken without reserva- 
tion and with a full sense of the nation’s needs 
and the nation’s willingness to make sacrifices. 
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we stood aside in the opening days of Armaged- 
don. We saw the danger, we realised all that 
was meant by the Kaiser’s loud challenge to 
Europe—agd we linked arms with Fate. 


To-day Germany is in a frenzy for peace, 
because she is weak for war. That she will 
struggle on—that the iron heel of Prussian 
despotism will continue to walk over civilisation 
for a while longer and the well-drilled patriotism 
of the people will respond to Death’s Goose- 
step for yet a little time—is undoubted. Yet 
the Germany that to-day has made overtures 
for peace as boastful conqueror is the Germany 
that to-morrow will cry aloud for peace, for 
self-preservation. 


You have only to look beyond the blurred 
battle-fields of smoke and blood into the mind 
of the Kaiser and those who surround him to 
see defeat in every countenance and death 
mirrored in every eye. Just as I told you 
that Germany was in despair, so now [I tell 
you the Kaiser is a broken man, who knows 
he is beaten. He may still bluster; he may 
even try to brag. But deep down in the soul 
of that man who listened to the promptings of 
the Demon of War and threw his dynasty as 
dice for the gamble of blood, the truth lies 
rank and festering. He is beaten and broken. 
No hope remains save the despairing one of 
saving something from the wreck of conflict 
and perchance preventing the full force of the 
revenge of an outraged and betrayed people. 
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In 1805 England expected, and her expecta- 
tion was gloriously fulfilled. In 1914, once 
again she looked with the pride of confidence 
to her sons, and she was not disgppointed. 
Now it was the soldier who gave the call to 
arms and to victory. In the strength of his 
belief in the manhood of the Empire, he sent 
forth the summons to the four corners of the 
King’s Dominions. ‘‘ Fngland expects ’’—yes, 
Britain expects, the Empire expects—“ every 
man will do his duty.””? And they have done 
it—nobly, gallantly, with all the splendour of 
self-sacrifice and all the glory of death. 


Yes, it is not only the fortunes of the Turk, 
but the hopes of the Hun that will go down 
before Bagdad. The dream of Potsdam will 
lie in ruins around the city of the Caliphs. 
While the Hun withdraws from the banks of 
the Ancre, driven on by the iron pressure of 
relentless strategy, the Turk will be in headlong 
flight from the cities of his fathers. Partners 
in infamy, they will be companions in disaster. 
It is thus that God writes the history of nations. 


We are no Vandals—we love the ancestral 
homes of Britain; but if necessary the nobleman, 
wherever practicable, must plough his park. 
The millionaire must put his shooting under the 
plough; the man who fights must be sure of 
food for his wife and child. The squire and 
the parson must give broad acres to the needs 
of Britain. And we must not any longer be 
dependent upon foreign countries for our food. 
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The intervention of America on the side of 
the Allies is the outcome, not of racial affinity, 
or political expediency, but of innate devotion 
to those ggeat principles of Freedom and Justice 
for which half the world is waging war. It is 
in the sacred name of Liberty, in the holy 
cause of Humanity, for the defence of Civilisa- 
tion, that America now ranges herself with 
France and Britain, and their partners in the 
Great Alliance, in the fiercest military struggle 
that the world has seen. .. . In the world’s 
last fight for Freedom she disdains material 
considerations. She has drawn the sword and 
thrown away the scabbard. To the God of 


Battles she commends her righteousness. 


With the stern consciousness of impending 
defeat, those who seck to form and guide 
public opinion in Germany are trying to buoy 
up the national spirits by denunciation of wicked 
Britain more frantic and more unrestrained 
than ever before. But behind the insults and 
the taunts, underneath the braggadocio of the 
bully, is the fainting heart of the beaten man. 
... Stripped of every possession outside, 
Germany, denuded of all those Colonial lands 
acquired at so much cost and held only by 
colossal outlay, Germany realises that she is a 
beaten Empire. She is fighting on—not for 
what she may gain, but for what she may save. 


Have you ever reflected upon what might 
have happened—what certainly would have 
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happened—if we had slunk out of this wai— 
damned for all time as the Empire which had 
sold the passes of civilisation anu the destinies 
of humanity to a Frankenstein of iniquity ? 
I do not beheve the world would «ver have 
been God’s world again. Certainly it would 
have been the Devils Hurope; and the Devil 
would not have supped horror sufficient, from 
dead men’s skulls, till he had bled it white. 
Vhat is why we are fighting—whs we have 
been fighting, and waiting, al) these weary 
months, 


Arem't we winning—aren’t we scotchng the 
submarine—haven’t we got Germany’s colonies ; 
isn’t Fer fleet bottled up; isn’t her trade 
throttied ; isn’t she starving ?) ‘Then, in God’s 
name, why this Stockholm nonsense ? If we 
must go to Stockholm, Jet it be via Berlin f 


Those who by their blood and sacrifice make 
victory certain must have a voice im making 
peace secure. Whether the struggle be short 
and sharp in the coming months, or be slow 
and certain, it is the British soldier---and sailor, 
too, if he be allowed to use his strength to the 
full—who alone will break the power of the 
Hohenzollern and re-establish the reign of 
humanity and the laws of civilisation. 


War—tHE Eac.ut’s Business 


What a travesty of things as they should be! 
War is the eagle’s business; with neck out- 
stretched and beak stern for combat; with 
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talons outspread ready to fasten in the back 
of the foe and never lose hold until every drop 
of blood has dripped from the quarry—that is 
my picture of the fighting man. And it is 
fighting men we want to-day, not only on the 
stricken field and on the grey waters of the 
North Sea, but in the Government, and above 
all in the Cabinet. The pity, the tragedy of 
it, is that where we look for the eagles there 
we still find, the ringed doves, the professional 
*“‘ cooers,” the men of soft-spoken words and 
indecisive acts. It is all wrong—ghastly wrong. 


With ears to-day attuned to mystic music, 
we hear two voices calling us—the voices of 
Nelson and of Kitchener. ‘To-day they both 
stand in the Shadows. Can you doubt that 
they know all—that they are the sentries of 
the great God of Battles ? The sea, as though 
to emphasise the emblem of our power, has 
claimed each of them as her own. It was fit 
that Nelson should have so died; but think of 
the mystery of those words, inscribed on the 
tablet in the room whence Kitchener went to 
his fate—‘‘ Died at sea”?! Dred, does it say? 
No—some men never die. And Horatio Nelson 
and Horatio Kitchener are of that mould. 
May their spirits continue to guard us! 


When politicians turn up their noses and in 
tones of patronage talk of ‘Poor old Kit- 
chener,”? ask them who produced Kitchener’s 
Army, who made the real statesman’s forecast 
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of the war, so that, by anticipating the worst, 
he might call forth the men and the might 
for the speedier victory, who talked in millions 
of men while the politicians prated of thousands 
—who gave those early and far-secing orders 
for shells, and who, under Providence, kept 
Haldane’s fingers out of the pie of war 


Ap a nation, as an Empire, and as individuals, 
we have honestly striven to deserve the palm 
of victory—to win the right of entry to the 
Promised Land. The more I dweil upon the 
history of the past, the more I reflect upon 
the problems of this great war, the more 
firmly I am convinced that the Universe is 
under moral guidance—that what we call 
** fate,” or “chance,” is, in fact, an Almighty 
Purpose, as yet dimly perceived, but some 
day to bx fully revealed. For the race of man, 
under the guidance of the Anglo-Saxon and 
Latin peoples, I predict a future of boundless 
clory ; but as yet we are on the dark side of its 
dawn. 


We repeat, if this war is a war for anything 
worth fighting for, it is a struggle for individual 
freedom and for national liberty. It will be 
an evil day for us if those who are risking all 
for these great ideals return home victorious 
from the field only to find that while they have 
struck a blow for liberty we have blindly 
surrendered theirs and our own. Germany 1s 
suffering from the curse of militarism. 
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That “K. of K.” built up around him 
mountains of work which not even a superman 
could compass or contro] alone, is not a discredit 
—it is a tribute, a triumph. The “ Sleepy 
Hollow”? of Whitehall was turned into a 
mighty machine for the production of soldiers 
and the instruments of war. The men who 
had dozed away the hours over their morning 
Times realised they must get on or get out. 
Recreation, Reorganisation—these became the 
watch-words of Whitehall. ‘The drones of the 
hive of war were driven forth, the workers were 
marshalled the better to make the honey of 
victory; and a mighty army rose, as it were, 
from the ground. 


THe INcurasBLe Orrimisr 


I sce no cause for doubt or misgiving that 
the splendid men who are holding back the 
last reckless wave of the Hun in the West will 
prove equal to the task. The Pessimist is as 
dispiriting as a wet umbrella; he should have 
no place in the economy of a brave nation. 
But the Optimist has his responsibilities. He 
is a mental tonic; his confidence breeds 
strength—his belicf makes firm in the faith. 
Yet he must not let his consciousness of our 
power and his abiding trust in our national 
destiny raise hopes which cannot be fulfilled. 


If the Government does its duty—forgets 
its past and all the petty politics which pre- 
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vented us getting into the light before the war 
—then the sun of a great prosperity will burst 
from behind the heavv c'ouds of smoke, and 
a bigger and a more wealthy Empue will be 
built uy on the rack and ruin of the comMct, 


Crurp THEIR WINGS 


“Pon’t humiliate Germhuny!” is a dis- 
gracetal cry we shall hear agun when the day 
of reckoning comes. That day, I believe in 
my heart ind soul, will not be long delayed, 
All the portents are faveurable, all the signs 
in the skies I read as the signs of victory. ‘Vhe 
eagles «f war, the fighting men of the Allied 
armics, can be trusted to win a great triumph. 
If the doves of Downing Street can’t be sent 
flying before that day comes, at least their 
viings ci. be Jipped and we can prevent them 
muddling peace terms in the mirage of sloppy 
sentiment just as they have done their best to 
muddle war's demands by coving to the 
‘conscientious objector’? and the anti-con- 
scriptionist. Away with the doves—give us 
eagles ! 


Let the King govern—in Council. Let 
Parliament be suspended for the duration of 
the war. Nobody wants it. As at present 
constituted, it is a played-out institution. It 
is tired. In times of peace, it was a more or 
less harmless fraud. It amused the pubiic, 
and was useful to the Press. And it enabled 
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us to Boast that we were a free and self-govern- 
ing people. It gave us something to talk, 
and to quarrel, and to vote about; and the 
game became so popular that even the women 
wanted to play! But we are at war—and the 
way to win, and to finish the business once 
and for all, is to have a War Council, presided 
over by the King, and consisting of a Sailor, 
a Soldier, a Financier, and two or three level- 
headed Business men. 


Stupidities and inanities, insincerities and 
ineptitudes which were good enough when the 
“Outs ’’ snarled at the “‘ Ins”? and those who 
dwelt in Downing Street fought for nothing 
but their own miserable little lives, are now 
crimes, and worse. War has changed every- 
thing but the doves of Downing Street, and 
to-day, after twenty months of the bloodiest 
conflict the eye of man has ever beheld in the 
history of this world of strife, we are suffering 
from what I can only describe as feathered 
feebleness in all the high places of the State. 


Surely to urge economies when the Allies are 
by their prodigality of shell and fire forcing 
the pace is a counsel of despair. It is like 
telling a swimmer who is making frantic efforts 
to battle with the waves and reach the shore 
that the best thing he can do is to economise 
his strength and let the waters close over him. 


Let there be no mistake—“ The old order 
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changeth, giving place to the new’’; the 
nation has found out the politician and calls 
for the practical man. For the war that we 
shall win, for the peace that we shall make, 
for the great work of regaining our trade and 
keeping down in the dust of impotence the 
trade of the enemy, we want the energy 
and power, the ability and experience of the 
men who have won their place in the world 
of commerce and of industry. The nation 
demands efficiency without fads, Imperial 
strength built up on Imperial repiesentation 
in an Imperial Parliament—in a phrase, it 
demands a sturdy nationalism, free from the 
canker of the Hun and the corruption of Party 
politics. 


I believe that the old British Empire can 
still hold its own against all the world ; where 
is the Power, or the combination of Powers, 
which can withstand the united might of Britain 
and her Empire—with all its added strength 
from Western, Eastern and Southern Europe, 
and the Land of the Rising Sun? Assuredly 
we are moving to victory; assuredly the hour 
has struck. But yesterday the Kaiser was 
boasting and blaspheming in vainglory. To- 
day he trembles. The brazen trumpeters of 
his hollow victories, the fawning glorifiers of 


his ghastly fame, shake and shudder about him. 


Really we have come to look upon the gentler 
sex as the stronger sex; we have learned to 
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regard the weaker sisters, as they used to be 
called, as the very backbone and mainstay of 
the country now that the men are being called 
from the field and the desk, the work-room 
and the factory, to the sterner business of war. 
In the months that are before us resolution 
may be called for and sacrifices demanded, 
which will test to the uttermost the moral and 
physical fibre of the nation. Isit to be imagined 
for a moment that the women are to fail us 
in that great extremity? No, I repeat, I 
refuse to believe it. 


Germany may cajole or she may threaten, 
the heart that ‘ bled for Louvain ”? may weep 
crododile tears over a ravished Belgium and 
a devastated Europe. Neither fair words nor 
foul, neither soft speech nor angry snarl, can 
alter fundamental facts or disguise from the 
civilised world German infamy or German fears. 
.. . Defeated—not victorious—nations cry 
for peace: and though the Kaiser pretends 
that his offer is made to spare further suffering, 
and to silence the cries of a world in anguish, 
we know him for the liar he is—for the criminal 
he has proved himself. He may whine in the 
dock before the judges of outraged humanity, 
and seek to hide his crimes under the disgusting 
cloak of meek Christianity; but the game is up 
—and he knows it. 





This great German fleet, yearning for ‘‘ The 
Day,” is always looking for fog and smooth 


58 


water; and its new principle is this: if you 
can’t beat your enemy in fair fight, somehow 
or other contrive to trip him up. And so the 
new ‘* Kultur” of the fighting world is to be 
this: In the next championship boxing match, 
when one of the combatants is fearful of his 
opponent, he will take steps to mine the centre 
of the ring ; the Oxford and Cambridge boat 
race will be decided by a mine at Mortlake ; 
the Derby will be fatal to the favourite when 
he gallops over the mine immediately in front 
of the winning-post. That is the “ Kultur ” 
of the Teutonic race; that is the new method 
with which our sailors have to contend. 


Try as we may, we cannot get away from the 
war. And why should we if we could? Is it 
not altering all our lives, upsetting all our old 
netions, affecting every waking moment, and 
for most of us disturbing our sleeping ones as 
well? You need not be pessimistic to be 
profoundly influenced by all that is going on 
around you, and sometimes I am inclined to 
feelings of disgust when [| hear pcople saying, 
«Qh, let us forget the war; let us do some- 
thing to distract our thoughts.” Surely that 
is the wrong attitude, It is not too much to 
ask that we who remain at home should at least 
do the thinking while our boys are doing the 
fighting. 


Just think for a moment of the hundred and 
one things that women can do, and often better 
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prating of stalemate and denying the certainty 
of ultimate triumph, and heartens the German 
with assurances that he cannot be defeated, is 
as much a traitor to King and country as the 
soulless hound who takes up arms against his 
own flesh and blood. Germhuny is desperate ; 
the soldiers of the infamous Kaiser are being 
hurled in reckless fury against the wall of man- 
hood stretched across the path of the invader 
from the coast to Switzerland. 


The triumphant cry ‘¢ To Berlin”? must be 
echoed not only by the Allied troops serving 
in the field, but by every man of serviceable 
age and of fit condition now resting idle at 
home while others guard his free citizenship 
from the menace which assails it... . I am 
optimistic not only because the dawn of victory 
is shining on the stricken fields, but because 
we are strong to sustain the struggle, because 
we have the money as well as the men, the 
ships and the will to endure. 


“‘'There is not a man or a woman among us, 
if he or she be touched in the faintest degree 
with the sense of the higher issues which now 
hang in the balance, who has not during this 
last year become growingly conscious that in 
the order of Providence we have been entrusted 
with the guardianship of interests and ideals 
which stretch far beyond the shores of these 
islands, beyond even the confines of our wide- 
spread Empire, which concern the whole future 
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of humanity.” And that is true. We fight, 
we and our Allies, that God may live. We 
fight for all the ideals which uplift nations. 
We fight for all the realities which make men 
free, which keep humanity from enslavement, 
which protect the weak and the defenccless 
from cruelty and wrong. 


Itis by the sword that we shall win, and these 
who are the real victors have the greatest right 
of all to a say in the peace which is to follow 
war—in the gicat awakening and reorganisation 
that will come from the welter of conflict, 
from the soil of re-birth, watered with the 
blood of our best and bravest. 


Whatever prejudiced and ignorant critics at 
home and abroad may say, we are the hub of 
the Allies’ whecl of war. Without the wonder- 
ful resources we have been able to contribute, 
without our money and our munitions, of 
which we have given lavishly and with willing 
hands to our friends, Germany would have 
triumphed—or, if that is regarded as over- 
statement, let me say then that the Allies would 
not have been able to fight for the victory which 
Is coming, 


Do not let us forget how war is made, or how 
the end will be attained—let us realise the true 
meaning of man-power. There is sometimes 
a tendency to forget that war is not merely, 
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and certainly not only, a question of the fight- 
ing men. If it were so, what is really a com- 
plicated problem would straighten itself out 
in twenty-four hours. No; we learned in 
the early months of Armageddon—when, 
owing to providential miscalculation of the 
enemy, which, thank God, gave time to correct 
our mistake—that men without munitions 
meant murder for our own brave fellows and 
success for the foe. 


There is not a writer or student of current 
history who does not stand in deep wonderment 
at the unity and splendid patriotic rally which 
characterises every unit to-day of the great 
British Empire. It is that distinction which 
goes to the root of this great struggle. It is 
that distinction of temperament and character 
which makes the German State a mechanical 
entity, producing machines, and the British 
state a human reality, producing human beings, 
It is that which makes the Germans cry, “ Let 
Deutschland be a great nation,” and the British, 
‘“* Let every Britisher be a free man.” Those 
are the fundamental distinctions and principles 
which underlie the old martial and traditional 
spirit of our race, and which explain why our 
“‘ contemptible little army ” has such contempt 
for its enemies. 


We are on the edge; we are looking down 
upon the Promised Land—all the blood and 
sacrifice are awaiting their reward. Let us 
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see to it that those who have fought, and will 
speedily return flushed with victory, are strong 
in the power to control the destinies of the 
Great Empire for which they have suffered so 
much—which they have saved. 


Take off your hats to “kK. of K.”? He is a 
man among men. Made mistakes? Yes. 
How true it is that the man who never made 
mistakes never made anything! But to his 
eternal honour will it be recorded that—strong 
in the hearts of the British people at home 
and bcyond the sea, and firm in the confidence 
of the fighting Allies—“ kK. of K.” brought 
order out of the chaos born of years of peace, 
and fashioned for our use and to the abiding 
strength of the Empire a weapon of war which 
is helping towards the victory of Truth over 
the Father of Lies—of Humanity over the 
Spirit of Destruction. 

Three cheers for ‘“ K. of K.!” 


Another Trafalgar Day; and what a fine 
and inspiring thought it is that our manhood 
has proved of the same virile mould that 
answered the call of the great sailor more than 
a hundred years ago! As each anniversary 
comes round of the sea-fight which set the 
seal on oursupremacyon the waters and sounded 
the doom of a despotism which threatened the 
liberties of the world, we pay tribute to the 
memory of a supreme victory and let our 
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thoughts rest on that splendid appeal which 
has echoed down a century of years—the appeal 
to the patriotic manhood of Nelson’s fleet: 
‘“‘ England expects every man to do his duty.” 


And you, my Canadian friends. You are 
fighting for ideals which are our common 
heritage; for principles which are the bone 
and sinew of our common life ; for freedom and 
all that freedom means; in a sentence, you 
are fighting for every sacred thing you think 
of when you speak of ** Home.” Canadians, 
you are fighting that the German invader shall 
never befoul your soil. And you, Australians, 
to free the Commonwealth from the canker of 
Hunnish intrigue. And you, my ‘‘ Springbok ” 
friends, to preserve for South Africa the rights 
of self-government and of free development. 
And you, my Indian warriors, for the glory of 
the great Emperor. 


So come, boys, one and all—Ilands Across 
the Sea. Join usin this great task. Remember 
you could never have lived comfortably in the 
same world with an unconquered Germany. 
Robbed of the proud protection of the British 
Fleet, you would have been at the mercy of a 
ruthless maritime foe; and, take it from me, 
“Peace without Victory ” would never have 
been Germany’s motto. By your sterling 
devotion, your unquenchable patriotism—your 
matchless yalour and your firm endurance— 
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you have assisted us, as we have assisted you, 
to avoid such a calamity; and so, once more, 
let us join hands across the sea, in mutual trust 
and confidence and resolution. 


I feel that those of us who cannot join the 
Army are placcd at a terrible disadvantage, 
because I cannot think of any prouder boast 
for any Britisher to make when the war is over 
—that he took an active and vital part in ridding 
England and the world of a great, a hideous 
menace, which but for his intervention might 
have wiped out the civilisation of our past 
ages and everything worth living for or dying 
for on the earth. 


‘To my mind, no individual and no nation 
can really be neutral, although politically they 
may be devoted to the fetish of neutrality. 
From motives of pusillanimity or self-interest 
they may hold aloof from the actual strife, 
but in the lists of Armageddon the future of 
every human soul is at stake. In the arenas 
of war, Force wrestles with Freedom for the 
dominance of a world’s destinies. Despotism 
wars with Democracy; Love and Liberty 
strive to the death with Blood and Iron. No 
man and no people can be indifferent to the 
outcome of such a stupendous conflict of ideals. 


Neutrality! At this stupendous juncture 
the very word should be struck from the 
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vocabularies of civilisation. It is a blasphemy 
on the laws of Heaven, and treason to the 
Brotherhood of Man. While these neutrals 
palter and palaver, their great opportunity is 
fleeting. Soon it will be too late, and from the 
Nemesis of Neutrality there will be no escape. 
It is now or never ! 


Once to every man and nation comes the moment to decide, 
In the strite of truth with falsehood, for the good or evil side. 


But to-day we are all trying to see life in its 
sterner aspects. The lad who roamed over 
the countryside with a gun on his shoulder and 
his pocket filled with cartridges has gone forth 
to kill a bigger kind of game, to exterminate 
a more dangerous vermin than rabbits or hares. 
The girl who has fed her imagination on penny 
novelecttes, and has thought only of love in a 
rose-entwined cottage, has come to realise 
that she, too, has responsibilities to the State, 
quite apart from the supreme duty of mother- 
hood. ‘There is work for her to do at the lathe, 
and the bench, in the factory and the hospital. 
If she were to fail us now, what should we 
think ? Again, I assert, woman is to be 
trusted ; she will not ‘‘ let us down.” 


No Mercy For THE For 


Be it made known to Germany that not one 
strip of her colonial possessions will be restored 
to her. By her deliberate and hideous denial 
of all the rules of war and the rights of nations, 
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she has made it impossible to contemplate an 
end which should see her holding, in any part 
of the globe, the destinies of men in her hands. 


We shall bring the war to triumph, but we 
dare not be merciful in the Day of Victory. 
Germany spits the venom of her wrath upon 
the British name and covers the Empire with 
her bitter revilings. Jf any who stand by our 
side to-day torget the months of horror in the 
moment of success, and hold out the feeble 
hand of Forgiveness, we shall stand for cold, 
inexorable Justice. 


Germany is beaten. ‘‘ The tide has turned ” 
is the more polite phrase. But, in my view, 
the irresistible waters of victory are flowing 
with relentless force. Nowhere can the Kaiser 
turn for comfort, nowhere can he look for 
hope. Austrian and Hungarian—Bulgar and 
Turk—are fighting, not to conquer, but to 
avert overthrow. The German people are 
growing thin and pale under the power of our 
naval blockade, which even yet is not as tight 
as it might be, and must be drawn tighter. 
German war matcrial is waning, while ours— 
including those wonderful armoured cars— 
grows every day. 


There is an old and popular hymn, a line of 
which, all cant on one side, proclaims a pro- 
found truth when it says that “God moves in 
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a mysterious way His wonders to perform.” 


And it may be that, after all, in this great 
upheaval of the world we are merely the 
creatures of a destiny that we cannot control, 
and. that possibly no human prevision could 
have prevented the bloodshed and the slaughter 
that is now occurring. It may be that this 
will be the last great conflict of blood between 
so-called civilised nations, and that when it is 
over we shall see the dawn of that era which at 
present seems a dream, and which is told in 
the old hackneyed lines as being the time— 
When the war-drum beats no longer, 
And the battle-tlay is furled 


In the Parliament of man, 
The tederation of the world. 


The fate, not only of the British Empire 
and her Allies, but the fate of Civilisation as 
we have known it and fought for it through 
the centuries, is in the balance. It is criminal 
folly, it is wanton wickedness, for us who 
command the greatest Navy known to the 
world, not to use its power ruthlessly, stub- 
bornly, against the Neutral who is an enemy 
in disguise as well as against the open fiend 
on the waters. 


Hardlv a day passes but we hear something 
of the German’s insensate hate of us. We 
alone of the Allie’s make his blood boil—let it 
be our task to spill his boiling blood to the last 
drop. He knows that we are determined to 
break his power and humble his pride. Let 
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him hate us, while we reserve all our energy for 
the fighting. And if we only exert our man- 
power to its fullest extent we shall be able, 
when dictating the Ailes’ terms of peace, to 
support our demands with a mighty, unbroken 
force of Britis: thew and sinew. 


Ttisall very well for politicians and journalists 
to talk and write as if victory were only a 
question of the fighting men. ‘* Vhe first 
thiry is to win the war.” Agreed. But we 
can’t win the war without the weapons of war, 
We must have money if we are to continue 
to spend {5,000,000 a day—I hear it is now 
£6,00c,000. And, what is no less essential, 
Wwe must Maintain our standing as a great 
business Empire if, when the day of victory 
comes, and the Allies dictate their terms of 
neace tv a broken and a beaten foe, we are to 
be found strong and substantial and able at 
once to begin to make good the ravages of war, 
and to iebuild our Imperial greatness on the 
ashes of Armageddon. 


I find it hard, as you find it hard—to recon, 
cile the bloodshed, the anguish, the tears- 
and misery we are witnessing every day with 
the design of a beneficent Providence. But 
while I find it hard to do so, and while I give 
up the problem in despair, I sometimes think 
it may be—and I throw this out for your con- 
sideration—that this is the last great upheaval 
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of our primitive savagery, a dying demonstration 
of that barbarism from which we have all risen. 
And sometimes in the silent hours of the night, 
when pondering these matters, I feel that 
perhaps when the roar of the cannon has died 
away, and the blood has ceased flowing, the 
scales may drop from our eyes; and that, as 
we look back upon the ghastly scene we have 
left behind, we may find that mankind has 
passed the final milestone on the road of 
human destiny and may sce before us—I say 
it with all solemnity—a brighter and a clearer 
road with the Prince of Peace at its end—poiut- 
ing to the Star of Bethlehem, which leads us on 
to God. 


Those who think that Australia and New 
Zealand, for example, are wearying of the war 
make one of the greatest mistakes of the time. 
The Anzacs are not tired of the struggle; the 
splendid fighting spirit of the men down under 
isasmuch alive to-dayas it was when Kitchener’s 
clarion call awoke the martial temper of our 
sturdy kinsmen of the Southern Seas, and sent 
three hundred thousand of them on a crusade 
for the liberty of little nations and the freedom 
of the world. 


I do hope that we shall not be long before 
we are accepting nothing less than the fullest. 
fruit of the fullest and most complete victory. 
We realise now, as perhaps few of us realised 
before, the thin line that divides civilisation 
from barbarism. How empty, how unstable 
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all our vaunted institutions are! And, after 
all, you see now that the only man who matters 
is the man who can shoulder a gun and carry 
asword. It isa weird, it isa strange reflection 
in the twentieth century of civilisation and 
enlightenment; but the fact remains that, in 
the last resort, wc have to depend uponthe physi- 
cal valour and the martial spirit of our race. 
Perhaps one of the first lessons resulting from 
this war will be that in future, instead of pass- 
ing our soldicrs by and treating them with 
indifference, we shall raise our hats to them; 
we shall salute them, and be proud if they will 
walk on the same side of the street as ourselves. 


Theie is a new spirit abroad—a new spirit 
in the social, the political, the religious life 
of the nation, Things are happening every 
day under our eyes of a far-reaching character, 
and we scarcely realise they are occurring. 
At home, the Government has already taken 
control of our railways; it has, to a large 
evtent, taken control of our food supplies, 
and it has taken control of our money. In 
addition to that, we have been taught to put 
our lights out at reasonable hours; to close 
our refreshment-rooms at what many people 
consider unreasonable hours; to go to bed in 
good time. The novel is being superseded by 
the knitting-pin, music by the muffler, and 
in a thousand other ways there is a quict change 
taking place in the habits of the people which 
lead the student to sometimes reflect how 
much better, perhaps, the world might have 


73 


been if it had taken place a little earlier, in 
the days of peace, and had not been left so late. 


Every man of military age, whether married 
or single, ought to be either at the Front or 
training in the battalions which are designed 
to make good the wastage in the trenches. 
‘That wastage 1s very great; our casualties— 
there is no disguising the fact—are tragically 
heavy. It is the bloody price we have to pay 
if we are to conquer and cripple the War-Lord 
who called down the thunderbolts and let 
loose the hounds long trained for thcir sanguin- 
ary work. It is some consolation to know that, 
while our losses are gricvous, the cnemy ranks 
are being thinned to devastation. But big 
and bitter wastage there is—and we must make 
it good / 


very man—married or single—capable of 
assisting in the production of war munitions— 
and every woman, too—must be put on the 
work, Every boy and every girl over fifteen 
years of age must be taken from school, to be 
available for work ; this is no time for cramming 
their heads with fairy fables about dead kings 
and queens, with platitudes about triangles 
and circles, the geological formation of the 
Cannibal Islands, the habits of the aborigines, 
and all the rest of the rubbish which passes 
under the name of Education. In a sentence, 
we are at war. 
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Germany’s challenge is, above all, to the 
British People—that is the meaning of all the 
“‘ frightfulness ? on the seas and in the air; 
and, understanding its meaning, we must meet 
it, answer it, andcrushit. Table our Terms— 
give hostages to fortune and to the future. 
Let the enemy--and our soldiers and sailors, 
all the world—know for what we are fighting. 
Above all, let Germany know her fate—which, 
without waste of words, is that this war is her 
Sentence of Death. 


I sce no cause for doubt or misgiving that 
the splendid men who are holding the last 
reckless wave of the Hun in the West will prove 
equaltothe task. The Pessimist is as dispiriting 
as a wet umbrella; he should have no place 
in the economy of a brave nation. But the 
Cptimist has his responsibilities. Ile is a 
mental tonic, his confidence breeds strength— 
his belicf makes firm in the faith. Yet he must 
not let his consciousness of our power and his 
abiding trust in our national destiny raise hopes 
which cannot be fulfilled. 


* Itis the business of the nation to press for- 
ward to that Future which holds in trust all we 
are fighting for... . The new Government 
has not arrived a moment too soon. For, 
beyond doubt, if the country and the Empire 
had been dragged further at the wheels of 
delay, chained to the chariot of indecision, 
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the Day of Triumph would have lagged along 
the path of blood and sorrow, and the price of 
victory paid in untold lives and treasure. 


The will to win 1s the way to victory. We 
have willed, we of the British people at home 
and in the far-flung outposts of Empire... . 
And I can say to-day, without any hesitation, 
that we are marching steadily and surely—if 
with great suffering and grievous losses—along 
the death-encumbcred road to victory.... 
The thought that none has died or suffered 
in vain, and that the goal is coming gradually 
nearer, must be a consolation in sorrow, our 
pride in the hour of achievement. 


Germany has had her victories ; in West and 
East she has used her forces with military cour- 
age and human recklessness. But whichever 
way she turns, the power of our arms is strong 
and certain, is growing stronger to attack, 
and will ultimately reach out in overwhelming 
assault and drive the Germhun back through 
the lands he has violatcd, on to his own ground 
—forcing him gradually, but surely to death 
and defeat. That day is not yet, nor will it 
come to-morrow. But it will arrive as surely 
as the summer will follow the spring. What is 
more, it will result from a combination of 
external forces and of internal influences. 


There is no desire amongst the masses of the 
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people in Britain—there never has been a desire 
—to infringe Australian liberties of thought or 
action. The soldiers they have sent us are fine 
men and great warriois, and we would thank 
God for five hundred thousand more just like 
them. They are welcome in our homes, in our 
cities, and on our battle fronts. They have 
covered themselves with glory in the field and 
with honours in our midst. We love them and 
are proud of them, and we believe they love 
afid honour us, 


We should never lose sight of Germany’s 
responsibility for the war, because it is with 
Germany that we shall have to deal in dictating 
peace. And how well Germany appreciates 
the position! She realises that with the might 
of our Navy and the splendid power of our 
Army, with our Imperial obligations and our 
world-wide sway, our voice in the time of peace 
~—our influence in the final settlement—will be 
great and dominating. 


Still, our duty is plain. Shells and men— 
men and shells; blockade and more blockade ; 
money and munitions, and ever more money 
and munitions, for our Allies ; anda stout heart, 
a united front, and a resolute will at home. 
Then the ghastly thing will soon be over, and 
the world will be ridded, once and for ever, 
of the accursed Hun. And the Victory will be 
hastened when the German people wake up to 
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a full realisation of the way in which they 
have been duped—and it may not be necessary 
for the hated British, after all, to decree St. 
Helena for the last of the Hohenzollerns. 


We want to make it clear to the manhood of 
this country that this is alife-and-deathstruggle 
between the Anglo-Saxon race and the Teutonic 
races; the Teutonic is still as brutal, as bar- 
barous, and as base as it has been throughout 
the whole of its history. I, personally, think 
the civilisation of Germany to-day—despite 
al] its literature and spiritual attractions— 
belongs to a period of a thousand years ago. 


We have waited while she has equipped a 
navy, into the possession of which she ought 
never to have been permitted to enter; for 
the equipment of a colossal army of such a 
character that there was no justification that 
could be urged for it; for the widening and 
deepening of the sinister waterway which 
to-day affords such welcome refuge to her 
much-vaunted fleet. She has exploited and 
explored the innermost secrets of our own 
defences and fortifications; appropriated our 
best horses; misappropriated many of our 
best inventions; filled her arsenals with 
munitions and material of war, and stocked 
her granaries with corn—with the result that 
to-day, although the end must ever be the 
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same, we have to fight our way through seas 
of blood and tears which might have been 
averted if we had not closed our eyes to the 
signs and portents which were written on the 
skies for every one to read. 


What, then, are we fighting for? Table the 
terms. The time is opportune for frankness 
and for detail. Let Germany know the worst 
—and, understanding our purpose, she will be 
in no doubt as to her ultimate fate. We do 
not want any more vague generalities. As the 
war was the outcome of weakness on our part, 
Jet peace be the product of strength. ... 
Whether the war lasts three months or three 
years, the moment will come when Germany 
is compelled to throw up the sponge. Let 
her know now, let all the world know, what her 
sentence 1s to be. State in explicit language 
——in black and white—the manner in which 
the solemn vow of the Allies is to be carried 
into effect. 


Germany may make a final effort, but, I 
repeat, it is the struggle of the defeated against 
incxorable Fate—the last hours of the dying 
wrestling with death. . . . It is true—grimly, 
hideously true—that, as Bethmann-Hollweg 
savs, 11 is Germany “ first and alone”? which 
must ‘ declare readiness for peace negotiations.” 
The crv “ Hold, enough ! ” must and will come 
—not from Paris, from London, or from 
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Petrograd—but from Berlin, from Vienna, 
from Constantinople. How long will the 
German nation believe the lies let fall in the 
Reichstag ? How soon will the full meaning 
and extent of the Allies’ onward march boom 
its death-knell upon the vain hopes of the 
Central Powers ? 


Just picture for yourself the war-stained 
citizen, he who has given so much—-home, 
wife, children, business—to fight for some 
ill-defined ideals, some vaguely conceived 
principles of Liberty and Justice—if when he 
comes back flushed with victory, strong in 
thought of duty to the State well done, he 
returns only to find that the stay-at-homes, the 
dug-outs, the slackers, have had a voice in 
settling the great account without any refer- 
ence to him. 


“Peace without Victory” is not the 
Australians’ wish, and if they are properly 
approached they will send us hundreds of 
thousands more men to keep the game going 
unti] Germany is crushed—for the Australians 
know that victory for us spells victory for them 
also. We need them and they need us. In 
peace as well as in war we are and always must 
be their best market for all their produce. 
We open our purse-strings whenever they 
appeal to us; and, on the other hand, they 
have helped us—helped us gloriously, and it is 
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because fools have muddled and muddled, that 
things have gone awry. Hands Across the Sea. 


It is malicious and it is treasonable to do or 
say anything which keeps back the waverers 
from the fighting line, and, by depleting our 
ranks, gives aid and comfort to the enemy. .. . 
Not only in the ‘ Conscientious Objectors ”’ 
to fighting are the cowards and the traitors to 
be found. ‘Those who talk of peace when 
there 1s no peace—men who seck to undermine 
the purpose of this country for war, and to 
weaken the arm of the executive in its prosecu- 
tion—are, in my opinion, double-dyed traitors, 
and deserve the bullet in the early morning at 
the Tower. . . . Every man who perjures his 
soul and does violence to his conscrence by 
refusing to fight is as surely helping Germhuny 
as .f he took up arms against his king. Every 
man who finds food for the minds of the craven 
at home with his deadly talk of an impossible 
victory, is aiding and comforting our enemies. 


Some of us are determined that all thar made 
us little in the days before the war—all the 
party meanness, the political trickery, the 
bribes to this and that class, shall disappear. 
We want to see, if not a new heaven and a 
new earth——certainly a new Britain and a 
firmly cemented Empire. A hundred ques- 
tions, destined to influence the great ideals 
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on which we build our hopes, will come up for 
settlement. Parliament will have the final 
voice. Therefore it is essential that the right 
people should have the power of the vote. 


Do not let there be any mistake. . . . Politi- 
cians will be asking for serious, for grave, un- 
thinkable trouble, if, inviting the People to 
come to vital decisions, they ignore the views 
of the fighting man. And the right to vote 
is his only orderly and constitutional means of 
expressing his opinion and of imposing his will. 


To-day Germany is not fighting to take 
Paris, but to defend Berlin—that is the Western 
positionina phrase. Itis our business to mass 
all our available forces, every man and every 
gun, against the German armies in the West. 
We must go onkillingand hilling. I] know it 
is horrible, but it is war. We must batter 
away with tons and tons of high explosives, 
with every weapon we can devise, until we 
break utterly the strength of the mighty force 
which, according to the Kaiser’s time-table, 
was to overrun France, capture Calais, and 
then try closer conclusions with England. 


We are fighting an unscrupulous foe. And 
a very subtle and clever one. For years, by 
every means of subsidy and Government help, 
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Germany has sought to undermine our trade, 
both at home and on the seas. . . . No con- 
siderations for humanity influence her, just 
as no rules of international law deter her. She 
inust be made to pay for her © frightfulness.” 
... And the millions of wealth which we are 
uissipating must come back—even though it 
take a hundred years to pay. 


But when we reflect on the bestial and cruel 
doings of the enemy we are forcedhto the con- 
clusion that the baser feelings of the human 
race have only been lightly overlaid with 
* Kultur,” and that to-day we are fighting a 
foe more callous and cruel than any of which 
History has to tell. [rt is this revelation of 
remorseless cruelty and fiendish ingenuity for 
inflicting suffering which puts upon every one 
of us the duty of sacrifice that victory may be 
won and pcace may be secure and lasting. 


Fine speaking, like fine writing, is worse than 
useless unless we have our purpose sure and 
our end clearly defined. Peace will not be 
declared until it is a peace dictated and deter- 
mined by the Allies. That cannot be too 
often made plain to the foe. ... To ensure 
our safety, and our Allies’ safety, the peace 
must be a strong peace, an iron peace. 


The Hun may try to recover his breath for a 
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moment. He will seek to fashion anew his 
line, now no longer one of attack—only of 
defence. But our Allies have dislodged him 
from his strongholds, have burnt and blasted 
him out of his underground fortresses. Having 
got him on the run, they will not allow him 
time to recover. We have the men and the 
munitions; and it is death, death, death to 
the German, until—battered and _ broken, 
robbed of his arrogance, and stripped of his 
military strength—he asks for an armistice, and 
begs for Peace. 


Like the Emperor whose Colossus stride over- 
shadowed Europe a hundred years ago, the 
Kaiser looked to the horizon of his hopes and 
saw “‘ Germany over All.” To talk to him of 
a ‘* Naval holiday ” was like whispering to a 
thunderstorm. He rode the whirlwind of 
ambition and pride. Only Britain stood 
between him and all his plans. ‘‘ Build, build, 
build *—that was the cry of the criminal of 
Europe. And he waited for ‘‘ The Day.” 


Just as Napoleon’s dream was shattered, so 
we see the grim spectre of defeat shutting out 
the sun on the Kaiser’s hopes. ‘‘ England has 
saved herself by her courage,” said Pitt. If 
those last uttered words of the statesman were 
true then, how much truer are they to-day, 
after the lapse of more than a hundred years ! 
The Empire has saved itself by its courage. 
Yes, that is the inspiring thought. 
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It was an insult to the British race ever to 
allow the figure of defeat to flit across the clouds 
of fancy. We went into this war to win this 
war. We staked our Imperial reputation and 
our age-old traditions on breaking the back of 
the Kaiser’s power and reducing his domineer- 
ing nation to its due size and importance among 
the communities of men. It is a task which 
we have had to prepare for during the time of 
its accomplishment. 


We are accustomed, in our bluff, blundering 
British way to put the cart before the horse— 
a somewhat unpracgical and expensive method. 
But while we have been both fighting the foe 
and forging the weapons for annihilating him, 
we have never lost heart—never for a moment 
believed that defeat could sully our arms. 


It may be that Germany has a million more 
men in the field than a year ago. But what 
men? The seasoned soldiers who beat us 
back from Mons have paid the price. The 
ghosts of Gallipoli are as nothing compared 
with the hordes of German dead. Man-power 
is not measured by heads, but by muscle, and 
the soldiers whom the Huns are hurrying to 
the front are not as the fair flower of free 
England, Scotland, Wales—of the Empire— 
who face them in the battered trenches. 


The American Eagle is on the wing. Pre- 
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sident Wilson has at last embraced an “ allin ”’ 
policy. 


Personally, I believe that the warlike efforts 
of the United States will startle many of*her 
friends and severely shock her enemies. We 
shall sec. In any case, it is impossible to 
exaggerate the moral effort of her intervention. 
The whole Anglo-Saxon race is now allied 
with the Latin peoples, and cmancipated 
Russia, in a final onslaught upon the last strong- 
hold of tyranny in the Western World. 't is 
the greatest event in human history. The 
struggle reaches the climax of its intensity. 
It is the last round ! 


Yes, Lam satisfied that we are about to enter 
the Protnised Land. Only on that hypothesis 
could God permit this carnage and suffering. 
In one way and another, twenty million men 
have been killed or wounded—and twenty 
thousand millions of precious wealth have been 
dissipated in smoke and shot and shell, leaving 
behind no monument of human industry— 
beyond the blasting of the Gates of the Pro- 
mised Land. Even to-day, over twenty-five 
millions of men are flying at each others’ 
throats—but it cannot last much _ longer. 
There is a limit to the wrath of the God of 
Battles. 


All Europe and the whole civilised world 
are indebted to little Belgium to-day. Poli- 
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ticians tell us we have to restore her integrity, 
and to renew her shattered treasures and 
cathedrals. That is only the beginning of it. 
That is no adequate compensation for us to 
make in recognition of the enormous debt 
we owe that little brave people who stood 
becween chaos and civilisation, and whose 
stand saved France, and, perhaps, saved us, 
from catastrophes too terrible to contemplate. 


War waits for no man—for no nation. We 
all belong to the State now. That point was 
scttled the day we got Military Conscription: 
‘Thenceforward every citizen became a mere 
part of the great Body Politic—every citizen, 
I said, the ‘‘ Conscientious Objector” is a 
fungus growth—a human _ toadstool—which 
should be uprooted without further delay. 


We are fighting for Liberty—for the freedom 
of smal] nationalities, and the right of every 
People to control its own destiny. Let us be 
careful that we do not, while struggling for the 
shadow, lose the substance; in other words, 
that, under the plea of ‘‘ war necessity”? and 
the exigencies of the great crisis through which 
the world is passing, we as a people do not 
surrender our liberty and our freedom into the 
hands of a tyrannical bureaucracy. 


Concentration in men, in money, and in 
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mind—these are the lessons taught at so much 
cost in lives and treasure to the “‘ Wait and 
Seers,”? to the Doubting Thomases, and the 
Hide the Truthers who have appointed them- 
selves rulers over us.... The business of 
war is for the soldier and the sailor; the duty 
of the politician to let the fighting men do the 
fighting unhampered by thoughts or considera- 
tions for anything but winning the war. 


Give the wheat and the other cereals to the 
workers—I mean the labourers. Let those of 
us who do not live by our muscles see to it 
that the munition hand, the worker in the 
factory and on the land, is not deprived of 
energy-producing food. 

We can make all necessary sacrifices in a 
spirit of cheerfulness. There is no need for 
gloom or depression. ‘Cheerio!” is the 
message which a gallant Irishman brought 
from the trenches a few months ago. I echo 
it— Cheerio ! ” and I send it back—with my 
blessing—to the boys at the front. ‘“‘ Keep 
smiling. We are winning. Jt ts nearly over. 
You know that, don’t you? And I am hoping 
soon to be shaking your hands and joining in 
the cheers.” 


If women could fight, how they would fight ! 
But they can’t. They are not built that way. 
They must be content to do the work the men 
have given up for the Greater Enterprise, they 
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must be ready to use the tools that were thrown 
down in answer to the country’s call and learn 
to fill the gaps in our industrial and agricultural 
life at home which must be filled if we are to 
win a great victory. 


To-day the Army is crying aloud for more 
men; the wastage of war never stops, the 
steady reaper, Death,;is gathering his daily 
harvest of all that is bes¢ and manliest of our 
blood. The plough and the harrow, the stock- 
yard and the farmyard, will be silent in many 
a district unless the womanhood of England 
answers the call ng less insistent than the call 
to war—the call to the ways of peace. Our 
men from hill and dale, from farm and fallow, 
must not return to find the field untilled, the 
land derelict. This is where women can, and 
sre, doing splendid work. Do not weary of 
well-doing. Make up your mind that the 
country needs you, that it needs your help on 
the land, to grow crops, to turn the soil, to 
feed the cattle, to tend the poultry. And 
when the war is over let the men return, chang- 
ing the sword for the ploughshare, the rifle for 
the reaping-hook, to find that, in a very real 
and practical sense, you have interpreted the 
sentiment of “‘ keep the home fires burning,” 
and that while you have rejoiced in the meaning 
of the song you have done your part in fulfilling 
its petition. 


War or no war, it is time to hoist the standard 
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of a free Press in a free land. If the lawyer- 
politicians are spoiling for a fight on this 
historic battleground, let the issue be joined 
now. In the present war, the British Press, 
with scarcely an exception, has been worthy 
of its highest traditions. Hampered at every 
turn by vexatious and impertinent restrictions, 
our British newspapers have rendered yeoman 
service to the cause of the Allies. They will 
continue to serve us, but they must not be 
muzzled. If any fuether attempt should be 
made to browbeat responsible organs of opinion, 
] hope the journals affected will stand to their 
guns. In their tussle with authority they will 
enjoy the steadfast suppoyt of the people. 
The Press must and shall be free. 
The Censorship must go! 


Personally, I hope we shall some day return 
to the robust self-dependence and reliance 
which has always been the characteristic of the 
British race, and which has been, in my opinion, 
the secret of its strength in past times. I am 
one of those who do not believe in the stamina 
of a spoon-fed nation. | prefer to remember 
that from earliest history, from Alfred the 
Great, from Edward the Confessor, from King 
John, whenever the British nation has demanded 
some new measure of freedom, it has always 
demanded it as an inheritance, and not as a 
grant. That is the fundamental distinction 
between the Teutonic and the Anglo-Saxon 
character. 


go 


But what the nation wants just now is not 
a man who understands how to defend philo- 
sophic doubt, but how to defend the priceless 
possession of the British Empire—not a man 
who can tell you all about the “ Foundations 
of Belief,’ but a practical man of the world 
who can concentrate and consecrate his every 
energy upon the task of smashing the founda- 
tions on which the Germhun is secking to 
build his rival empire, and undermining the 
power with which the enemy is trying to put 
the world in chains—to enslave Civilisation. 
In a battle of wits there are a dozen men in 
the Cabinet to-day who can make the ground- 
lings laugh and cangscore off an opponent with 
all the arts of the practised debater. But we 
are engaged in a bigger battle—in the mightiest 
struggle since the world was created out of 
Chaos. We have no place for the talkers. We 
want action, 


With the eclipse of the sun of Germany’s 
ambition will come the splendid day of our 
Imperial greatness. To the sailor and the 
soldier be all the praise. England expected— 
and they did. On sea, as on land, the call has 
been answered with the gallant unselfishness 
which we know is the same in spirit and in 
truth as responded to the signal that fluttered 
at Trafalgar. In the ordered course of Fate 
our Navy will yet be destined to try great 
conclusions on the waters, and the mighty 
ships, the iron successors of the wooden walls 
of Nelson’s day, come to grips with the foe in 
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one determined and decisive struggle. “ Hearts 
of oak are our men ”’—and we who believe in 
the unconquerable prowess of our sailors and 
our soldiers know what the verdict will be on 
that day when Jack’s turn comes again—as 
come it assuredly will; the Hun will be swept 
from the waters. 


We Britons are not a nation of saints; but, 
Hindenburg, we are anation of strong, true men 
and women, possessing—if you will—the faults 
of our qualities; but in our hour of triumph, 
which is speeding on like a cyclone, we will 
elevate mankind; we will try and make the 
old earth richer, cleaner, purer, brighter—a 
place worth living in. But you, Hindenburg, 
you and your Kaiser, your Junkers and your 
brute beast people, what would you all have 
done had you been victorious in the end? 


Lesr we Forerr 


We look at devastated Rumania, and again 
we cry, “ Lord, let us not err on the side of 
pity and weakness in the day of retribution.” 
Belgium lies in front of us like a map of ruin, 
a picture of despair painted in blood and etched 
in crime—the wickedest picture on the map 
of time. Poland, poor, dauntless, shattered 
Poland, stands before our eyes a ruin of what 
once was a proud and prosperous people, now 
soaked in blood and shame. These be your 
fruits, Hindenburg! The rape of vestals, the 
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dishonouring of matrons, the defiling of altars, 
the ruin of towns and villages, the plundering 
of rich and poor in every land where your 
accursed hoof has trod for a little while in 
triumph. Heaven’s curse on you and yours, 
for what ye have done and would yet do had 
ye the power ! 
eae 


We do not fear your threats; we know you 
for what you are—a beatgn braggart. Go on 
for yet a little longer with your villainies, and 
if we show you and yours mercy to-day, may 
God show us in our turn no pity for our weak- 
ness in condoning thd crimes of the foulest 
fiends who ever stafked the earth. 


Every man, woman, and child in these islands 
can help to win the war by seeing to it that 
we deny ourselves the luxuries, the unnecessary 
things we were accustomed toin happier times, 
whether it be in food or dress. And if the 
day comes when we are compelled to dress 
plainly as well as live plainly,so be it. We are 
going to win this war—of that there is not a 
shadow of doubt. Let it never be said that 
we who stay at home were not willing to 
sacrifice anything and everything to that end. 
... The more completely the nation is 
organised for war the quicker we shall win 
peace—the more we understand the nature of 
our task and make sacrifices to perform it the 
sooner will it be accomplished. 
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Don’t despair, keep your eyes on and your 
faith in the West. There Germany must still 
mass the largest part and the finest part of 
her army. Verdun and the Somme sound 
the death-knell of her hopes. Once cripple 
that army beyond repair and the end will not 
be far off. Those German soldiers are the 
mainstay of the miljtary alliance against us ; 
they are the advance guard of the defence of 
the Fatherland; they hold the road—long 
and difhcult—to Belin. But they are weaken- 
ing in their resistance, as they have been foiled 
in their attack. Britain and France have now 
the measure of the foe, and the great business 
is to strike yet harder and yet bigger blows. 


War is war. We must have a committee 
of Public Safety, and every able-bodied man 
under forty—first the single and then the 
married—must be enrolled in military service. 
The others must be enrolled for public service 
—of any kind required by the State. Our 
personal freedom as individuals must for the 
time being be surrendered. Till after the war 
we have no rights—except the right to fight 
the foe; no liberty—except the liberty of 
defending our dear Jand. 


Vengeance is not a sentiment of which we 
need be ashamed, however imperfectly it may 
accord with the namby-pamby notions of our 
sel{f-constituted moral censors. Quite frankly 
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and bluntly, we are out to smash the military 
and naval powers of the Teuton and to wipe 
the German Empire as we know it from the 
face of the European map. As we say, it isa 
big job, and every man of us, according to his 
powers, must bear a hand. Few will deny 
that the effort is supremely worth while. 


After all, this is our war, and we mean to see 
it through. The politicians got us into it, 
and the soldiers and sailors will get us out of 
it—provided we back them up. We ask the 
nation to back them up; we ask the nation 
to back us up. We are sure that we express 
its sentiments—that is our ré/e in life. We 
speak for the British public—for the Man in 
the Street. 


They who know his Majesty are aware that 
he inherits much of the strong personality of 
his great father—Edward the Peacemaker, as 
we called him; and that he is quite capable 
of interpreting the réle of King as something 
more important than that of automaton to the 
Government of the day. A monarch is not a 
marionette. And if it should be the case that 
before long we find the Kaiser admitting that 
it is hopeless for him to continue the struggle— 
well, do not give all the credit to even Kitchener 
and his military and naval colleagues—and 
Allies. The ;Power of the Throne is still a 
very real thing indeed—which is one of the 
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strongest bulwarks of the monarchical system, 
God save the King! 


Whoever they are who led the Germian 
Government to believe that this country was 
so dead to all sense of honour and to the instinct 
of self-preservation that in no circumstances 
would it draw the sword even when threatened 
with invasion, they, must be run to earth, 
Let them, meanwhile, reflect on their work. 
Let them ponder the wanton devastation 
wrought by the Huns in France and Belgium, 
where even ‘the sites of their former homes 
cannot be traced by the grief-stricken survivors. 
Let them think of the red blood flowing, of 
the desolate homes, the weeping women—the 
suffering wounded—and the silent dead. 


Verily the war is working wonders, Every- 
thing is in the melting-pot. Social, political, 
and religious shibboleths are all going by the 
board; and we realise in what a world of 
unreality we have all been living in the past. 
Or, rather, we are beginning to realise it. For 
even yet there are people who think that 
politicians, pedagogues, and parsons really 
matter. But they will soon be disillusioned. 
The only man who does matter is he who can 
shoulder a gun, he who can make one-—and he 
who can compel them to doit. ‘There you have 
it in a sentente. 
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Always bear in mind that a combined naval 
and Zeppelin raid is coming—and when it does 
come there ought not to be a German-born 
man or woman at largeintheland. Wecannot 
afford to take any risks. We have already 
indicated our plan for differential treatment as 
between long and newly naturalised and 
unnaturalised Germans ; and we would exclude 
from internment Poles and Hungarians long 
resident over here—knowing that they will be 
only too happy to be released from the Kaiser’s 
rule. 


Certainly the vgn Tirpitz cannot keep his 
Dreadnoughts and Super-Dreadnoughts in as 
long as Jack can keep his own without, and 
every month of Tirpitzity brings the enemy 
nearer to its fate—when, rather than have 
niangel-wurzels for breakfast, dinner, tea, and 
supper, the Germhuns will order out the von 
Tirpitz to the front. 


What could Nelson—what could any of the 
great men of England whose fame is borne on 
the eternal seas, do with the Super-Dread- 
nought of to-day? They would be helpless ; 
they would know no more how to handle it 
than if it were an aeroplane of a submarine. 
Yet Jack made geod for Britain and for Europe, 
and for the world, behind the wooden walls of 
Nelson’s day; it is up to him to make good 
to-day behind the steel walls of Jellicoe, and 
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he knows it. Will Jack Tar, Esquire, fail us ? 
Is it credible—possible—that the soul of Nelson 
can fail before a von Tirpitz? 


After all, as we have often said, political 
alliances are fleeting things—and in future we 
must be a self-contained and self-supporting 
and self-protected Empire—always ready with 
a Reserve Army of five million men, with a 
monthly drill and Snnual training and man- 
ceuvres—and a Navy equal to that of the rest 
of the world. And that will be the finest 
scheme of National Insurance upon which we 
could embark. But we wanted “ educating ”’ 
up to the truth. Will our politicians learn 
the lesson? ... We must have National 
Granaries, groaning with corn; and national 
stock-yards, full of meat; and vegetable and 
fruit farms all over the land. 


“There can be no more ‘masses’ and 
“classes” business. We are all one now. Peers 
have died to save Privates. Privates have died 
to save Peers. We are all sons of Mother 
Britain—so henceforth we will be brothers.”? 
That’s it—no more class hatred; no more 
*‘ Limehousing.” If only that result is achieved 
the war will not have been in vain. 


More than anything else, perhaps, Jack is a 
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personified little Business Government, hard 
as it is to run a Business Government on so 
few pence a day. There is no need at all to 
put any fancy trimmings on the ‘‘ God speed ” 
wherewith we cheer him to his job. He knows 
what he is up against, and what is up against 
him. He knows that he takes his lic, as he 
takes his little bundle, in his hands. Ee knows 
there is not a true British heart which does not 
beat to him. 


God guide his ship and shot ard send him 
back te us igain, to make such a tuss of him 
and all that is his as never before. Come soon, 
come late, there raust be an end; and when 
there is an end, with the victory won and the 
seal of the Judgment sect in the sea, how gladly 
to Jack will go up the cry from British hearts !— 
Come up, come in frout Eastward, from the guardports of 

the Mom, 


Beat up, beat in from Southerly, O gipsies of the Horn, 
Swift shuitics of an Limpire’s loom that weave us main to 


main, 
The cre is lights of England give you welcome home 
again 


Newspaper writers are too apt to draw the 
obvious comparison between the Corsican’s 
glorious bid for the Lordship of Eurepe and 
the Teuton’s mad dream of world conquest. 
In doing so, they have missed the difference. 
A military genius of the first order, and a 
statesman of penetrative vision, Napoleon, 
above and before all else, was prc-eminently 
a Man. Scheming, as strategists must, he 
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fought fair on the field of battle, and after the 
hottest engagements his foes were glad to pa 
tribute to the soldierly honour of the Fren 
commanders. . . . The great Napoleonic tradi- 
tion of warfare lives on in the ranks of the 
French Army, and to-day it is pitted against 
the vaulting ambition of a monarch who, ill 
equipped for the dazzling réle, thinks to 
emulate the achievements of the greatest 
military figure in the history of the age. 


Had we been but half ready we could have 
crushed Germany, by now, out of existence. 
She set forth, after thirty years of preparation, 
with what she regarded as an invincible fighting 
machine, with three definite objectives—Paris, 
St. Petersburg and Dover. She got nearly to 
the gates of the French capital, only to beat 
an ignominious retreat. She will never get 
te Calats, much less to Dover—and she corll never 
get to St. Petersburg. 


In the victorious procession of the Allied 
Armies to Berlin British forces must occupy 
a foremost place if we are to reap our full share 
of the final reward. The triumphant cry 
“‘ To Berlin! ? must be echoed not only by the 
allied troops serving in the field but by every 
man of terviceable age and of fit condition 
now resting idly at home while others guard 
his free citizenship from the menace which 
assails it, : 
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All our prophecies of early victory are based 
upon the assumption that in the hour of utmost 
trial no single citizen will refuse to bear hie 
part. The despotism of Potsdam must be as 
thoroughly broken as was the earlier project of 
world empire extinguished at Waterloo. . . 
This is our New Year’s job, and no useful 
purpose can be served by minimising its diffi- 
culiy. We are pitted against a foe who, in 
his mad lust of conquest, has broken every rule 
of civilised warfare and fidhted every sentiment 
of common humanity. So be it. We shall 
not execute reprisals in kind; but, according 
to the utmost severity of our own code of 
military ethics, we will exact vengeance for 
the honour of every outraged woman and the 
blood of every slaughtered child. 


Truly these “friends of Germany ”—who- 
ever they were—have resting on their souls a 
heavy burden! Out with them, The Traitors 
to the Tower—the Fools to the Madhouse. 
We really cannot in these days suffer either of 
them, One is as dangerous as the other. In- 
deed, the fool may be the more dangerous of 
the two. As Dizzy once said, against the wiles 
of the wicked you may guard, but no human 
ingenuity was ever equal to grappling with 
“the unconscious picasa: of stupidity.” 


Consider for a moment the numerical dis- 
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crepancy between the Commons and the Peers, 
and then take, at random, the names of killed 
or wounded from the ranks of the “idle rich.” 
And who will say that they have not done nobly 
by the country? Remember that the true 
aristocracy is of feudal origin, and rests mainly 
on a military foundation. ‘Thus, many of the 
gallant young officers who led their men to 
glory, and inspired them to heroism, at Mons, 
at the Marne, at Ypres, at Neuve Chapelle, 
at Gallipoli, were the lineal descendants of 
those who fought, and fell, at Waterloo at 
Blenheim, at Ramillies—at Crecy, and at 
Poictiers. 


Have you studied the Casualty Lists? 
Have you visualised the vigorous, heroic beauty 
of sacrifice which the story tells—of young 
lives of heirs to great estate and heritage given 
to our cause? It is well we should remember 
that the peer is paying toll not less willingly— 
aye, truth to tell, even more willingly—than 
the peasant. Yes, blood wll tell. 


If ever we doubted the truth of the old motto 
—Noblesse oblige—that day is gone. The 
aristocracy of Britain has done gloriously in 
this hour of our country’s trial. No need of 
recruiting officers to bring it to the flag! God, 
how it has rallied! Howithasfought! How 
it has fallen’! Is there a “‘ noble house ” in all 
the land which is not to-day in mourning? 
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Eldest sons, second sons, brothers—they are 
all there, either fighting in the trenches, or the 
Dardanelles, or on the seas. 


PEACE AND AFTER 


“Peace with Honour.” How aptly the 
words apply to the requirements of the present 
situation, or rather tc the situation as it will 
be when the cnemy has Ifid down his arms and 
sucd for mercy. First of all, the Treaty of 
Peace must cmbody the resolve of Europe that 
“never again” shall it be possible for a single 
Power to perpetrate the horrors which have 
clouded the closing months of the year now 
passing. Our diplomatists must not be allowed 
to work in the dark, and no compact must be 
signed without the knowledge and consent of 
the nation at large. 


Our souls are thrilled with admiration for 
the heroes to whom has fallen the sternest and 
the noblest task that ever belonged to gallant 
fighting men. ‘Some talk of Alexander, and 
some of Hercules ’’—but in future there will 
be no need to ransack the Classics, or to search 
the archives of the ancients for supreme ex 
amples of valour and consummate military skill, 


Napoleon notwithstanding, He is not always 
on the side of the big battalions, ‘The God of 
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Battles did not march with the teeming German 
host that swarmed through Belgium to the 
threatened rape of Paris in those early days of 
the war that are now no more than a nightmare 
memory. In the shaping of human destiny, 
Heaven has its chosen instruments, and more 
than once in the wondrous annals of the race 
Goliath has been vanquished by a stripling 
with stones and sling. 


If only our great Kitchener could be here to 
join with us in our hour of glad rejoicing ! 
Yes, unmistakably this is the moment of his 
triumph. For it was notethe least of his 
sterling virtues that he had faith in the common 
man, inspired by patriotism, strengthened by 
discipline; and believed that from the clerks 
and artisans, from the workers of the towns 
and cities of Great Britain, an armed host 
might be raised that in the day of trial would 
prove invincible. To-day Hindenburg knows 
that Kitchener was right. Soon, Kitchener’s 
Armies, sons of his spirit, will be chasing the 
Huns to the Rhine. 


God guide them! Heaven preserve them ! 
Their glory is the world’s salvation. 


The historic Throne of Great Britain is the 
focus and centre of the life of the Empire—the 
august cynostire of the loyal native races, the 
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lodestar of India’s teeming millions. A dread 
responsibility rests with those who, in pursuit 
of some academic will-o’-the-wisp, some 
theoretical “ perfection ” of government, would 
tear down this living monument of power, and 
erect in its stead some idol of the market-place 
——substituting for the tradition of centuries 
some tawdry creature of the hour. 


The Throne stands as agign and symbol, not 
of personal rule, but of Democratic sovereignty. 
It typifies the reign of Law and bears aloft the 
ensignof Liberty. It has been the good fortune 
of Great Britain to succeed where Rome and 
Carthage failed, t8 reconcile the claims of 
Empire with the rights of Freedom; and of 
this inspired compromise, the Throne is the 
visible embodiment, the living token. 


When all is said, this “‘ sceptred isle ” of ours 
enjoys a larger measure of true liberty than any 
other nation on earth—even the Great Republic 
of the West. There is not a man, woman, or 
child living who has suffered an instant of 
oppression through the action or influence of 
the Crown; whilst to millions it is the symbol 
of a benignant Power that has brought light 
out of darkness and rekindled the star of hope. 


Let other nations shape their destiny as they 
please. Our choice is made. Long live the 
King ! 
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